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ACTL 

TncB. — Evening^ 

BoiifE. — Drawing room in Ladt Sylvia Bowlbt's house in 

Park-lane. 

Ladt Syltia and Violet Ayitslet discovered. Ladt 
Btlyia is seated on " vis-a-vis " seat up L.G.9 taking 
coffee cup from Jefhcot^ 117^0 stands b. of her with 
coffee service. Violet m seated on chair down L.^ 
with coffee cup in her hand, lighting cigarette which 
"FooTMAif, who stands L. of her, is handing her. An- 
QKLA MuiB is heard playing a dreamy air on the 
piano in the inner room. 

Ladt S. I think youll find those cigarettes rather good. 

Violet. A new kind? 

Ladt 8. I fancy they are. {the Footman hands cigarette 
to Ladt Sylvia; she takes one and lights it) 

Violet, (puffing out smoke) Awfullj nice and not too 
strong. 

Ladt S. Do tou inhale? 

Violet. Bob is tr^ng to teach me^ but I don't get on 
rery fast. He says it's well worth learning. 

LadtS. {smoking) Humph! Yes, they're not half bad, 
are they? {ewit Footman b. followed by Jefhcot) 

Violet. A.1. Where did you get themt 

Ladt S. He sent me the box this morning. 

Violet. Tour husband? 

Ladt S. Ko. 

Violet. One of the others? 

Ladt S. The other. 

Violet. Which is that! 

Ladt 6. Archie. 

Violet. iMr. Vysef 

Ladt S. Yes. 

ViouBT. OhI Is he stffl 

Ladt S. Still! He always was — he always is — he ml* 
ways will be. 

Violet. How nice! Does your husband know? 
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Ladt S. I've not iho least idea. 

Violet. I suppose he would kick up a shine. 

Lady S. I hope he knows his place better tiian that. 
My dear child 1 John Bowlby, of Bowlby, Hooper and 
Co.'s Enti];iel A man whose name is in gilt letters over 
half the public houses in England! You don't imagine for 
one moment he would presume to question my right to do 
as I please? 

ViOLBT. He takes marriage easily? 

Ladt S. He takes it as he finds it. 

ViOLBT. But those kind of people — you'll forgive me, 
dear, won't you? Those kind of people so often have old- 
fashioned ideas as to the sanctity of the marriage tie. 

Ladt S. He may have the prejudices of his class, I 
daresay. I've no wish to deprive him of them ; but he can't 
•xpect them to affect me in any way. {the piano stops) 

Violet. Well, I'm g}ad you're so happily married; and 
I^ curious to see Mr. Bowlby. 

Ladt S. Haven't you met my husband? ^ 

Violet. Never. 

Ladt S. Oh, he's here sometimes. Indeed, I asked him 
to dine to-night, but he said he would be detained in the 
House. They've got a debate on beer connected with glu- 
cose or arsenic or something, and I believe they eicpect him 
to speak. 

Violet. Is he a great speaker? 

Lady S. Yes; in the House of Commons. Not in mine. 
But) really, he's a very good fellow, and I've nothing to 
complain of. He doesn't care a bit how much money I 
spend. I've never been out of debt since I married him. 

Violet. What a dear man! I was in Cairo, you know, 
when you married. Where did you pick him up? 

Lady S. In Monte Carlo. My father had lost a pot of 
money at the tables. He was playing on a system by 
which he was bound to win in the long run. Unluckily he 
couldn't run long enough, and on this particular night he 
was stoney broke. John happened to be staying at our 
hotel, and my father made himself very agreeable and bor- 
rowed a few thousands from him, only to lose them all 
the next day. John was, of course, too delighted to be of 
use to a Duke, and never expected to be repaid, but my 
dear old dad is absurdly pimctilious in these matters, so, 
having no money, he paid him in kind. 

Violet. In kind? 

Lady S. Yes. He introduced him to me. 

Violet. And now you are married and settled. 

Ladt S. Unsettled, darling. Of late, terribly finsettled. 

Violet. Our friend Archie? 
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Ladt S. Tes. He's tired of playing the r61e of th# 
tame cat on the hearthrug, and he wants me to run awaj^ 
with him* 

Violet. My dear girl! 

Ladt S. Of course I wouldn't tell isveryom^ 

Violet. I suppose not. 

Ladt S. But I can trust you, 

Violet, {risea, crosses m front of Lady 8., c/nd puta 
coffee cup on table b.o.)^ It won't do, Sylvia. It's not good 
enough. 

Lid>T S. I'd have married him long ago, but b» had no 
money. 

Violet. And what has he now? {leaning over hack of 
sofa B.C.) 

Ladt S. Less than ever, poor man. 

Violet. Then how in tie world t 

Lady S. My husband settled two hundred thousand oin 
me. And I'm credibly informed that — in these cases— 
marriage settlements are not disturbed. 

Violet. Hu^nph! {coming down b. end of sofa) Mr. 
Bowlby is reputed to have something like fifty thousand a 
year — isn't he? 

Lady S. About that. 

Violet. And two hundred thousand means — let me 
see — about eight thousand a year. That's rather a drop, 
isn't it? 

Lady S. I believe in love in a cottage, (rises and puts 
coffee cup on table b.o.) 

Violet. And a dinner of herbs? (sits on sofa) Or no 
dinner at all; but tea and boiled eggs? My sweet, ro* 
mantic friend, believe me, when boiled eggs come in at the 
door love flies out at the window. 

Lady S. You're horribly mercenary, (sta/nds L. end of\ 
sofa) It is simply this. Have I the right to destroy 
Archie's life? Am I justified in letting him go about the 
world with a haimted look in his eyes and a breaking heart? 

Violet. What about Mr. Bowlby 's heart? 

Lady S. That could be easily riveted. I would see that 
my father arranged with the Prime Minister to make him 
a baronet. 

Violet. Look here, Sylvia — do you really mean this? 

Lady S. I don't know. I'm thinking. 

Violet. Take my tip, and go on thinking. 

Lady 6. Ah, you don't know what love is. (goes slowly 

to L.O.) 

Violet. Oh, don't I? Ha, ha, dont I? What do you 
suppose I sent you that note for to-day, asking you to call 
me Mrs, Aynsley before these people here to-night? 
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Laot S. (going to sofa, b.o.) Well — realljr— I didnHi 
know. And I've no idea now. 

Violet, Because I'm in love with Bob. 

Lady S* Lord Robert WyekhamT (sits <m sofa beside 
Violet) 

VioiAT Yes 

Lady 8. What's that to do with it? 

Violet. Everything. Don't you know that he's cine of 
those men who are never attracted by an unmarried 
woman ? 

Lady S. And you have let him believe ? 

Violet. I'm married? Precisely, (shouoing wedding 
ring on her finger) Look. There is the magic circle which 
holds him fast. It came about quite by accident. The first 
time I met him my father was with me; and, somehow or 
other. Bob ^ot it into his head that my venerable dad was 
my husband. I thought it was rather fun and didn't un- 
deceive him. Then — with very little preamble, for he 
doesn't lose time — he assured me he had an insuperable 
objection to spinsters. He spoke very nicely about it, and 
said there was no real catch in a straight fiat course, and 
that the only true sport was an obstacle race. 

Lady S. He's sure to find you out. 

Violet. Not if I'm careful. Of course he wainted to 
call on me, but I said no, once for all — and he thinks it's 
because I don't want him to meet my husband, (the pia/no 
hegins) 

Lady Sw And you've really lost your heart? 

Violet. Every scrap of it. 

Lady S. Do you meet him? 

Violet. Constantly! And he sends me such lovely letters. 

Lady S. Letters! That's giving you a hold over him! 

Violet. Oh, he never signs them, and they're always 
typewritten. You won't catch Bob asleep. 

Lady S. I doubt if you'll catch him at all. To use the 
Boer vernacular. Lord Bob ia remarkably slinu 

Violet. Quite so. At the same time I am not unpro- 
ficient in guerrilla tactics myself. 

Lady 6^ Well, I wish you luck, dearest. 

Violet. Thanks, darling. 

Lady S. (listening) How charmingly your cousin plays. 
(rises and goes slowly L.) 

Violet, (lies hctck and puts her feet upon sofa) Doesn't 
she? I'm awfully fond of Angela. She's so amusingly un- 
sophisticated. Such a dear little country mouse. 

Lady S. Is she staying with you long? 

Violet. No, she goes home in a few days. She lives 
with her auni^ you knoWf in a swieet little cottage near 
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Dorking; all honeysuckle and roses and orespers and 
things. 

Laot S. How delightful! I feel sometimes I could be 
quite happy in leading a peaceful^ idyllic existence, {eiison 
chair dovm L.) 

Violet. I know that feeling. It comes at the end of 
the season, and lasts about three weeks, {mtirmur of voicea 
outside) Ah, here are the men. They've not hurried 
themselves, I must say. 

Lady S. No, they've taken their time, {pointinff at 
Yioubt's feet) Vil Vi, dear! {the piano atopa) 

Violet. What? 

Laot S. You're showing a good deal of stocking, 

Vioicr. Yes, but I'm not supposed to know it. 

Enter the Dues of St. Kitts, Mb. Vysb a/nd Lobd 
BoBEBT Wygkham b.; they are all laughing heartilif. 

DuKS. Yes. And all this time she was in the window 
i>ehind the curtains, {kmgha am>d goes L.C. up stage) 

Vyss. (up stage o.) No! No! (loAigha) 

Duke. She was. They found one of her shoes there^ 
\jila/aghs) 

iMBSi H. (up stage B.c.9 laughs) You ought to send it to 
«!rhe Pink 'un." (la/ughs) 

Lady S. Well, you all seem very merry. 

Violet. What's the joke! 

(Vysb. Oh — nothing. . Only one of the Duke's stories, 

(Violet. Oh, do let us hear it. 

Lady S. No, certainly not. (rises) 

LoBD R. (going to hack of sofa B.O.) I've been telling the 
Duke he ought to write his reminiscences. 

Lady S. I ho;^ hell do nothing of the kind, (goes up cY 

Violet. I wish he would. Vm so fond of reading the 
lives of great men. 

Vybb. The book would sell like wild-fire, (joins Ladx 
Sylvia Bowlby up c.) 

DuKB. If I could find a publisher. 

Vyse. Oh, you'd find a publisher fast enough. The 
question is whether the libraries would take it. 

Lobd R. I tell you what. Write it in French. French 
covers a multitude of — obstacles, (comes to l. end of sofa 

B.O.) 

DuKB. That's a deuced good notion, (sits on couch up 1*.)' 

Violet, (to the Dttke) Don't forget to send me a copy, 
(to Lobd Robebt Wygkham who is sta/nding beside her, 
looking at her feet on the couch) Do you want to sit down? 

Lobd R. Oh, pray, don't move. 

BTiffiUEr. I thought you were looking for a seat. 
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LobdR. My eyes are where my heart is — at your feet I. 

Violet, (quickly putting her feet down) How very pretty I, 

Lord B. They are. (aits beside her) Do you kaow, I 
was half afraid your husband might be here to-night. 

Violet. Oh, no. I never bring my husband with me. 
Besides, of course, to-night, I 

Lord R. Expected me, 

Violet, (coolly) Did I? I forget. 

LoBD R. No, you don't. You knew perfectly well I 
was coming. 

Violet. How could I know? 

Lord R. You had my note this morning. 

Violet. I get so many notes. 

Lord B. Why, you told me no one wrote to you but II 

Violet. What a lot of stories I tell; don't IT 

Duke, (to Lady Sylvia) What's become of Miss Muirt 
[{the pia/no begins) 

Lady S. She's in the next room. 

Vyss. All alone? The poor child will think we're de- 
serting her. (going L.) I'll go and 

Duke. No. (rises and stops Vyse) You stop and talk to 
gylvia. You sat next Miss Muir at dinner, (chuckling) 
lYou've had your innings. Now it's my turn, (exit l.ujb.) 

Violet (aside to Lord Robert) I fancy our friend 
lArchie is going to catch it (rises and goes up stage with 
Lord Robert; they stand by fireplace) 

Lady S. (to Vyse) I thought we were never going to 
get a word together to-night. 

Vysb (looking after the Duke) I hope he's not going 
to talk the usual rot to her. 

Lady S. You staged so long in the dining-room. 

Vyse. One comfort is — she won't understand him. 

Lady S. (slightly annoyed) Yes — well — never mind* 
{the pioMO stops suddenly in the middle of a bar) 

Vyse. She's so simple and childlike, so absolutely in- 
artificiaL 

Lady S. (sarcastically) Quite refreshing; isn't it? 

Vyse. I never met such wonderful innocence. 'Pon my| 
soul, she — she frightens me. 

Lady S. I don't think you have any real groimds for 
alarm. 

Vyse. {turning to her) I wonder what she thinks of ust 

Lady S. Perhaps she'll confide her impressions to m;^ 
father. You may trust him to draw her out. 

Vyse. He's — he's 

Lady S. A wicked old man. Quite so. We're a very; 
wicked family. Ever since we came over with the Con- 
Hueror, we've enjoyed the distinction of being ezoeptionallg 
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bad. '{aUght pause) Archie, I've been almost — shall I 
say — dreading this evening? 

Vyse. s You mean 

Ladt S. I promised I would give you my answer to- 
night. 

Vyse, (confused) Yes — yes. 

Lady S. It's an awful step for a woman to take, {goes 
slowly to B.) 

Vyse. Yes. {follows her) 

Lady S. Every ha'penny gutter rag will have its own 
particular staring headline. 

Vyse. Yes. 

Lady S. And the sixpenny weeklies will have us on toast. 

iYysb. Yes. 

Lobd Robebt and Violet sit on couch up ii. 

Lady S. Then there's another thing. 

Vyse. Yes? 

Lady S. {at sofa b.o.) When poor dear Marion Stem- 
bridge left her husband he revenged himself in the most 
ungentlemanly manner by declining to sue for a divorce, in 
spite of her writing him a charming letter assuring him 
she would not defend the case. 

Vyse. Beast! 

Lady S. Yes. 

Vyse. Do you think Bowlby might behave badly too? 

Lady S. I don't know, {sits on sofa b.c.) 

Vyse. I say, look here, you know, {sits beside her on 
9ofa) I've no right to let you risk it. 

Lady S. But if / am willing 

Vyse. That doesn't excuse me. To allow you to run 
such a — Oh, it would be infernally dishonorable. 

Lady S. But my dear Archie 

Vyse. I must think of my honour. 

Lady S. I'd no idea you were so imaginative. 

Vyse. If I didn't care for you bo much 

Lady S. Now please don't quote those stupid old lines 
-— " I could not love thee, dear, so much, loved I not honour 
more." When Tennyson wrote 

Vyse. Lovelace, Lovelace. 

Lady S. Well — whoever it was — he didn't know what 
he was talking about. Archie, this — this question is not 
for you to decide. It must rest with me. 

Enter the Duke and Angela Muib l.uj:. 

Duke. You've not seen it! Bless my soul, you dont 
say sol Have you been to "The Jollity/* Theatre? 
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Akqela. No. 

Duke. Oh, you must go. It's a ripping play. ''Thi 
iFlyawaT GirL'' Capital music, pretty laces, and the best 
Bhow of leg — feet in London. 

AiTGEiA. Beally! 

Duke. But perhaps you don't care for th9 theatres? 

Angela. I do, very much. But you see I liye in the 
coimtry. (Violet <md Lord Robebt rise) 

lyuKE, And you bring the fragrance with yon. {to the 
others) Miss Muir is so delightfully pastoral. Bo breezy^ 
and grassy — and — buttercuppyl 

AI70ELA. But we are not at all out of the world, you 
know, (sits on vis-ti^is o.) 

Violet (to Lord Robert) Miss Muir lives in Surrey. 
{sits in chair down l.; liORD Robert comes down a littlei 

B.O.) 

AJ7GELA. And we are only a mile from Dorking, which 
is quite a nice town, where they frequently have entertain- 
ments in the Town Hall. 

DiTKE. Is that so? 

AI7GELA. Oh yes. liast month we had a conjurer; and 
not long before that a panorama of Jerusalem. And in 
our own little village we are very gay sometimes. There's 
the annual concert after the harvest thanksgiving; and on 
Christmas Eve we have a lecture from the Vicar with a 
magic lantern. 

I^T S. How exciting! 

Angela. It is — very. We all sit in a dark room, you 
know; and every now and then somebody screams. I don't 
know why, but they do. 

Violet. Hysteria, I suppose. 

BxjKE. Pinching, I imagine. 

Vtsk rises <md goes o. as if to sit beside Angela, hut ia 
anticipated hy the Duke who quickly crosses behind 
her and sits b. of her on vis-a-vis, Vtse turns up 
stage, annoyed, and then comes down L. and stands 
B. of Violet. Lord Robert sits beside Ladt Stlyia 
on sofa B.O. 

Angela. Next Tuesday we are to have the school-chil- 
dren's treat, when we shall run races and play games. 
DuEX. Kiss in the ring? 
Angela. Oh, do you know it? 
DuEX. I've not played it for some time. 
Angela. I could soon teach you the rules. 
Duke. No, could you? Will you ask me down? Wfll 

TOU? 
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Angela. Oh, we should be too pleased. I'm sure my^ 
aunt would be delighted. 

I>UE3: (aside to Angela) We'll talk of this again. 

Lady S. Violet^ did Miss Muir say she was going home 
on Tuesday? 

Violet. Yes, her time is rather short, so we are doing 
all we can in the meanwhile. 

Angela. We are going to the Zoological Gardens to- 
morrrow. Aren't we, Violet? 

Violet, {to Angela) No. On Thursday, dear. 

Angela. There's so much to see^ and London is such a 
large place. There seems to be no end to it. 

Duke. There's only one — the West End. 

Angela. Keally? But it's all so full of interest. I 
can't fancy anything more delightful than to be able to 
spend one's days at Westminster Abbey, and the Tower, or 
the British Museum, (to the Duke) I suppose you often 
go to the British Museum. 

Duke. Frequently, {aside to her) I'll meet you thero 
on Friday, if you like. 

Angela. Oh, but are you sure it won't inconvenience 
you? 

Duke. Not at all. I've nothing on. If I had, I'd put 
it off. 

Violet {rising) Now then, Sylvia, what are we going 
to do? 

Ladt S. Anything you please, {rises) What would you 
Uke to do? (Ix)RD Robert rises) 

Violet. Suppose we play " bridge." 

Lord R. That's the game! 

Duke, {rises; to Angela) Do you play it? 

Angela. No. (rises) 

Duke, {to the others) She doesn't know it. 

Angela. But you mustn't mind me. (turns up stage 
Vfith Vyse, 117^ whispers to her) 

Lady S. Yes, yes. (to the others) What do you say to 
roulette? 

Duke. Ah, roulette! Come along, Mrs. Aynsley. {goea 
up stage with Violet and off l.u.e.) 

Lord R. {crossing L. with Lady Sylvia) Oh, is it in 
there? 

Lady S. Yes. (goes up stage with Lobd Robert) 
Angela secretly sUps her fan behind a cushion on the sofa B. 

Lord R. (to Lady Sylvia) I met your husband to-day. 

Lady S. Indeed. I've not seen him for a long time. 
How was he looking? 

Lord R. Very fit, I thought, (eooit L.U.E.) 

Ladt S. {at top of steps) Are you coming. Miss MuIr? 
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VtsE. '{lookinff about him up 0.) Miss Muir has dropped 
her fan somewhere. 

AI7GELA. (b.0.) Please don't wait. Lady Sylvia, {looking 
mhout her) 

XiADY Stltia. looks at Aitgela and Vtse and goe$ off 

XtoUJC. 

Ytsb. (going to Angela.) At last! {down o.) 

Angela. Why did you ask me to pretend to lose mj; 
fan? {takes fan from behind cushion) 

Vysb. You don't know? 

Angela. I've been trying to guess. 

Vyse. And can't you? 
r Angela. I thought you must have some good reason, 
but — no, it quite puzzles me. 

Vyse. I wanted an excuse for staying behind with you. 
' Angela, {as if puzzled) Oh. Oh, you wanted — oh — 
I'm afraid you must think me very dull and stupid. I'm 
a little slow at taking things in — but, you see, I live in the 
country. 

Vyse. I never met anyone like you before. 

Angela. That's what the Duke said. He said I wasnt 
like anyone else, and that he would back me for a monkey 
against the field. I don't know what he meant, but I 
thought it was very nice of him. {goes slowly to sofa B.o. 
and sits, Vyse looks toward L.U.E., and seeing the coast is 
clear, goes to her) But you want to play — what did they 
call it — roulette? 

Vyse. No, I don't. 

Angela, {moving a little r. to make room for him on 
sofa) You're sure I'm not keeping you. 

Vyse. {sitting beside her) No. (earnestly) I wish I had 
met you before. 

Angela. Thank you. 

Vyse. Are you engaged? 

Angela. Not just at present. 

Vyse. What! Then you ha/ve been? 

Angela. Yes, a good deal. 

Vyse. Oh! I thought — I hoped 

Angela. I don't think I quite 

Vyse. I asked you if you were engaged to be married ? 

Angela. Oh I (laughing) Oh, good gracious, nol Vm 
far too young to be married. 

Vyse. And far too good — for anyone. 

Angela. Can one be too good to marry? 

Vyse. Tou would be awfully good to marry. 

Angela. But I think married people are always good. 
I'm sure those IVe met in London have been extremelj; 



a COUNTRY MOUSE. Tjjj 

goody particularly the husbands, who have all said the|; 
rnrould do anything for me. 

Vyse. Do you know what you are? A wild flowerr^ 'A 
little river-side forget-me-not^ that has strayed by mistako 
into the stifling, torpid atmosphere of a forcing-house.. 

AI7GELA. Meaning London? 

Vtsb. Yes. The men here — these men who say all kinds 
of things to you and don't mean the half of them. ^ Take 
my advice, and don't trust a single man you meet. 

Angela, {ctasummff aatoniaJiment) Not one?j 

YysB. No. 

Angela. Except you. 

(Vtse. Except me, of course. 

Angela. I'm quite sure you are very different from thi 
iDthers. 

Vybe. I hope 80. You attracted me from the firstJ 
(When I took you down to dinner, the touch of your hand 
(Oil my arm sent a thrill up to my shoulder. Your subtle 
Influence began to stir me with the soup. When we reached 
Ihe entrie I felt a distaste for everything else, and I 
oouldu't look at the sweets — it would have been mockery 
iwith you beside me. 

Angela, {very shyly) And I was enjoying my dinner all 
Ihe time — little knowing. 

Vyse. But you know now. Angela, you have com- 
pletely transformed me. 

Angela. I'm very glad. 

Vyse. I feel a better man when I'm with you. {leans 
hook a little) 

Angela, {dropping her eyes and mavvng slightly nearer 
Mm) Then you ought to be with me as much as possible, 
Oughtn't you? 

Vyse. That's what I was thinking. What — what are 
your engagements? 

Angela. Well — on Thursday I'm going with Violet to 
the Zoological Grardens, and on Friday the Duke of St. 
Kitts has promised to take me to the British Museum. 

Vyse. No, no! {rises) You mustn't go. 

Angela, (surprised) Why? 

Vyse. It would be shocking. 

Angela. The British Museum? I thought it was quite 
ia proper place. 

Vyse. It isn't the place — {goes o.) it's the Duke. 

[(flffMS Vp O.) 

Angela, {wondervngly) Oh. He seems very nice. 
(Vtse. Yes, but he isn'tl (comes down and leo/ns cv^ 
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hack of sofa a little s. of her) You're so ingenuooa. You 
don't understand these things. 

Angela. Of course, I'm only a simple girL I've liad 
very little experience. You see, I live in the coimtry. {she 
looks up at him, and he bends his head as if to kiss her, at 
which she drops her eyes and vHthdraws slightly to it,} 

pOiMS) 

Vyse. Yea — well — it's not the correct thing lor a girl 
to meet a man alone. 

Angela. Really 1 

Vyse. No. (comes round b. of sofa) It's one of those 
things that society bars. So it's never done — openly. 
Well, now — {sits B. of her on sofa) have you anything on 
to-morrow? Do you ever ride in the mornings t % 

Angela. I've nothing to ride. 

Vyse. Can't you ride one of vour cousin's horses T 

Angela. I'm a little afraid of strange animals. Now if 
I only had my dear old donkey with me 

Vyse. (amused) Good gracious I You couldn't ride a 
donkey in the Park! 

Angela* Couldn't I? He's perfectly quiet^ and wouldn't 
kick anyone. But — Violet and I very often play croquet 
in the mornings. Do you play croquet? 

Vyse. Yes, rather. 

Angela. I am sure Violet would be very pleased if you 
would come over to-morrow. 

Vyse. Delighted. 

Angela. It's really very good of you. 

Vyse. Good of met It's awfully good of yout I'm bo 
Bick of these women one meets every day with their brain« 
less diatter and their soulless faces. They bore me to death 
with their inanity and vapidity. But you — ah, there'te a 
restfulness and fragrance about you that make me feel like 
a Sunday afternoon in a hayfield. 

Lady S. (off stage) All right. Play for me. I won't be 
a minute. (Vyse and Angela rise on hearing her voice and 
Vyse snatches Angela's fan from Her and sUps it 56^fft<i 
cushion; Angela goes up c.) 

Vyse. (quickly) I say, what time to-morrow? 

Angela. About twelve. 

Vyse. Twenty-seven, Rexham-gardens, isn't it? 

Angela. Yes. 

Enter Lady Sylvia, l.uje. 

Vysil (pulUng cushion away and disclosing fan) Bf 
Jove! Here it is, I declare! (holds up fan). 
LadtS. (with intention) Oh, you've found the fan at last! 
Vtss. Yes. Behind the cushion, (gives fan io AnchblaX 
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'AifGELiu Oh, thanks^ so much. 
Jjja>Y S. What a hunt you've had, haven't you? 
Vyse. Yes; I thought we should never find it. 
Ladt S. So did I. 

Vyse. {cLside) Damn! {turns up to fireplace) 
Lady S. {down l.) Well; roulette is in fiUl swing and 
Miss Muir is losing all the fun. 

Enter John BowibYx b. 

Lady S. John! 

Vyse. Ah, Bowlhy. 

Lady S. Is the debate over? 

BowLBY, Yes. How are you, Vyse? {to Lady Sylvia)' 
Yes, it finished early, and there was no other business of 
importance, so I thought I'd come home for a change. 

Lady S. {to Angela) This is my husband {introducing 
them) John — Miss Muir. (Vyse cornea down to Lady 
Sylvla) 

BowLBY. {shakmg hands) How-de-do, Miss Muir? Sorry 
I couldn't accept my wife's invitation to dinner to-night, 
but I'm so tied to the House. 

Angela, {sympathetically) Oh, haven't you been well? 

BowLBY. {smiling) I mean the House of Commons. 

Angela, {smilvng) Oh — how very stupid I am! (Bowl- 
by and Angela go r. and stand talking apart) 

Lady 6. {going up l. with Vyse) I've made up my mind, 
Archie. I've decided at last. 

Vyse. I was sure you would see it in the true light. 

Lady S. I've treated you badly. 

Vyse. No, no. {they stop at foot of steps) 

Lady S. But I feel I can't spoil your fife — 

Vyse. You mustn't mind me. 

Lady S. And so — and so, dear, you shall take me away. 

Vyse. (aghast) But, Sylvia — 

There is a Uttle laugh from Bowlby and Angela. 

Lady S. S-s-sh! Don't say anything more now. I'll 
send you a note to-morrow, {goes quickly up steps and off 
L.XJJ:. Vyse stands looking after her aghast, and then 
quickly follows her off l.u.e.) 

BowLBY. I never forget a face, and I know yours per- 
fectly. 

Angela. I don't see how, because I live in the countiy. 

BowLBY. And that's where I've seen you. You live in 
Dorking, don't you? 

Angela, {orossmg l.) THear Dorking. 
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BowLBT. Well, I've met you in the town more than 
once. I go down there everv now and then, because our 
brewery is there. You must nave seen the place — Bowlby, 
Hooper, and Go. 

Angela. Oh I Are you Bowlby, Hooper and Co.? 

BowLBY. Part of them. 

AI7GELA. Really! We always have your beer. Aunt Sa- 
rah has a four and a-half gallon cask in every three months. 

Bowlby. That's very good of her. I hope by a strict 
attention to business to ensure a continuance of her patron- 
age, {they laugh) And how long have you known my wife, 
Ii£ss Muir. 

Angela, (aits in chair l.) I've not met her till this 
evening. I'm staying with my cousin, Violet Aynsley; and 
as she was coming to dinner here to-night Lady Sylvia very 
kindly asked her to bring me with her. 

Bowlby. What other men are here beside Mr. VyseT 

Angela. The Duke of St. Kitts — and — a Lord Robert 
Wyckham. 

Bowlby. A Lord Robert? The Lord Robert. 

Angela. Oh! Is he a very famous man? 

Bowlby. Well — famous is not quite the word. But it'a 
very near it. I think, Miss Muir, you don't know very 
much of London life, do you! 

Angela. No, I'm very backward. But I'm gradually 
acquiring a good deal of information. 

Bowlby. Humph! It's a pity! I mean — you'll forgive 
me — won't you ? But you impress me with being different 
from other young ladies, and, although I've no right to 
advise you, will you give me the privilege of 

Angela, {rising) I'm so sorry, but I'm engaged to-mor- 
row, Thursday and Friday. 

Bowlby. {puzzled) I beg your pardon? I meant to say 
that if you'll take my advice you'll be content with your 
life in the country. 

Angela. I think it's tremendously good of you to take* 
80 much interest in me. 

Bowlby. It is because you make me feel 

Angela. A better man? 

Bowlby. What? {turns away to conceal a smile) 

Angela. Nothing. I interrupted you. {sits on vis-a-via) 

Bowlby. You make me feel that you are still unsophisti- 
cated — unspoilt. Of course, there are heaps of nice people 
in London, but — well, there are different sets, and it would 
be a thousand pities if you were to fall into the wrong one. 

Angela. That's why Violet was so anxious for me to 
meet Lady Sylvia. She said her set was better known than 
any other in town, and that if you once got into it 7011 
never got out of it. 
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BowLBT. That is certainly true. 

AI70SLA. Then I'm sure I'm a very fortunate girl. I 
think Lady Sylvia is perfectly charming, don't you? But 
of course you do, because you're her husband. 

BowLBT. Yes — oh, yes! {goes b.; Angela, rises) 

Enter Lady Stltia, Vysb, Violet, the Duke, and Lobd 
RoBEBT, L.XJJ:. Ladt Sylvia and Violet are wear* 
ing their opera cloaks, and Violet is carrying 
Angela's. 

Vyse. We shall be in lots of time for the last ballet. It 
Isn't on till eleven. 

Lady S. We shall be there in ten minutes. Miss Muir, 
we are all going to the "Empire" to see the new ballet. 
You'd like to come, wouldn't you? {goes up stage with 
Vyse) 

Angela. I shall be delighted. 

Violet. I said you womd, dear, {aside to Duke) Who 
is that? 

Duke, {looking at Bowlbt) That? It's only Bowlbyl 
(takes Angela's cloaJe from Violet) 

Violet. Really. 

Duke, {to Bowlby) Ah, John? Back from the House^ 
John? Couldn't keep away any longer, eh? {chuckles) 

Enter Jephoot, the hutler, B.UJS. 
Jephoot. The hansoms are at the door, my lady. {eM 

B.UJB.) 

BowLBY. Hansoms? 

Lady S. Yes; we couldn't wait for the carriage. (Vyse 
comes down to Angela) 

Duke. So we're going two and two. {goes quMkly to 
Angela o., to intercept Vyse) Miss Muir — I'll take care of 
Miss Muir. {puts cloak round her shoulders as they go is, 
together) 

Angela. Oh, thank you so much, {sta/nds l. with the 
Duke while he fastens her cloak for her) 

Vyse. {at d.b. with Lady Sylvia) I say — you people. 
Whoever gets there first must wait in the foyer, or we shall 
miss each other. 

Lady S. {aside to Vyse) That wouldn't be at all a bad 
idea — to miss each other, {eaoit with Vyse d.b.) 

Lobd R. {going b. with Violet) How-de-do, Bowlby f 
Good-night. 

Bowlby. {mechanically) Oood-night. {exeunt Lobd Rob- 
ebt and Violet, d.b.) 

Angela, {going, with her arm in the Dukb^s) ^y-tlie-b|S 
<^ are you fond of croi^uBt? (they stop o.) 
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BuKE. Croquet? Why? What about eroquetf 

Angela. Kothing— only Violet and I frequently play it 
in the mornings about twelve o'clock. 

Duke, {jumping at it) Do you, bv Jove? 

Angela. Violet would be awfully pleased to see you. 
Our address is twenty-seven^ Sexham Gardens, (the Dukb 
ohuoklea as the^ go quickly to d.b.) 

Duke, {stopping at djl) I say, you're not afraid of a 
hansom, are vou? 

Angela. Not in the least. 

Duke. If you are — sit tight and cling to me. 

Angela. Thank you — I will, {exit with DuslV \bA.i 
BowLBY goes slowly to l.) 

Enter Jephgot^ da. 

Jephcot. Is there anything I can get you, sirf 

BowLBT. No, thanks, Jephcot, I shall be going to bed 
soon. 

Jephcot. (after a pause) "iSr. John (Bowlbt turns) 

I beg pardon — Sir. 

BowLBY. "Mr. John" takes me back, Jephcot. 

Jephcot. It slips out sometimes, sir. 

BowLBY. Naturally! after — how long is it? 

Jephcot. Thirty-two years, sir. 

BowLBY. Is it, by Jove! 

Jephcot. Tes, sir. I lived seven and twenty with your 
father, and going on five with you. And that's what I was 
about to say. Itu not as young as I was, sir. I'm getting 
a bit old, and my joints are beginning to find me out. 

BowLBY. Look here, Jephcot, you're not going to give 
me notice? 

Jephcot. I'm afraid I must, sir. 

BowLBY. I'm sorry to hear it. 

Jephcot. And I'm sorry to do it. 

BowLBY. But — your age. Is it only that? 

Jephcot. It's partly that, sir. 

BowLBY. Well? 

Jephcot. You'll forgive me speaking plainly, Bir? 

BowLBY. Of course. Go on. {sits on chair L.) 

Jephcot. You see, Mr. John, I'm what you may call old- 
fashioned, in a manner of speaking. I'm used to old ways^ 
and I can't drop into new ones, and — no fault of yours, Ar, 
of course — but your marriage has altogether upset me. 

BowLBY. (taking cigar case from pocket) And so you 
want to give notice? 

Jephcot. Yes, sir. (goes to table b.c. for match'ho») 

BowLBY. (to himself) I wish I could (to Jeproot) I 
ahall miss you; I shall miss you terrib^. YouM one of ogg 
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•arliest reoollections. Upon my soul^ you know, you're one 
of the family, and it will be like losing a relation. 

Jephcot. {ffivea matoh-boa to Bowlby) I shall feel the 
parting too, sir. 

BowLBT. Then why go? {strikes match and lights his 
eigar) 

Jephcot. With all respect, Mr. John, I'm afraid for my 
references. The house ain't what it was since her ladyship 
came. You still says grace before meat, but we've dropped 
family prayers, and we play the piano and pin^-pong on 
Sundays. I've endeavoured to live respectable aU my life, 
and, with your permission, sir, I should like tb make a 
respectable end. 

BowiiBY. Don't you think you might put up with it a 
little longer? I've got to put up with a good deal alto- 
gether. 

Jephoot. I know you have, sir. 

Bowi3Y. Somehow, I don't see many of my old friends 
now. And if you go I shall hardly have a creature to speak 
to. Come, Jephcot — a little longer; try it a little longer. 

Jephcot. (pause) Very well, Mr. John. I will. 

BowiST. Ah! That's right, (takes dgar from case) 
Take a cigar, Jephcot. 

Jephcot. Oh, no, sir, excuse me. 

Bowlby. Nonsense, man. (giving him dgar) Take it. 
(Jephcot takes cigar) Why, Jephcot, it was you who 
caught me smoking my first cigar. Do you remember? 

Jephcot. Like as if it was yesterday. 

Bowlby. And you told my father. 

Jephcot. I did, sir. 

Bowlby. And he gave me a thrashing. 

Jephcot. Ah, those were happy days, sir. (Bowiby 
reaches for chair behind him and places it b. of his oum) 

Bowlby. (pointing to chair) Sit down, Jephcot. 

Jephcot. Really, Mr. John, I 

Bowlby. Sit down. 

Jephcot. You're very good, sir. (sits b. of Bowlby) 

Bowlby. I shan't go to bed for half an hour, so well 
have a nice cozy chat over old friends and old times, (taking 
up match-boa) You want a light. Oh, I used the last 
match. 

Jephcot. (about to rise) 111 go and 

Bowlby. No. Here you are. (knocks off the ash of his 
cigar against the heel of his boot, and holds cigar towards 
Jephcot) Take a light from mine. 

Jephcot Ughts his cigar at Bowlby's as the curtain 
slowly falls. 

Act Dbop* 
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Tqob. — The following morning, 

ScBDns. — Drawing-room at Mb. Aynsley's, Bexham'gardenSf 

Kensington, 

Violet Atnsley discovered seated at writing-table l,, 
looking over typewritten letter, 

Violet, (reading letter) " And bo I feel I can't go to bed 
till I have written you a line, darling; for I am wakeful 
to-night, and the click of the typewriter has a soothing 
effect and will send me to sleep, when I shall dream of you 
and of our future with its delightful uncertainty. Did I tell 
you I had a horrible nightmare the other night? I dreamt 
your husband was dead and that you were what the world 
calls free. Ah, dearest, that is not the sort of freedom you 
and I desire, is it? No, no. If you were, imhappily, single, 
the blossom of our love would indubitably perish; unless, 
indeed, / were to marry someone else. But there, I am 
becoming sentimental; so one more whisky and soda and 
then good-night." (she folds letter) Dear old Bobl What 
romantic ideas he has about marriage. I wonder if I am the 
€mlg recipient of these — fervid epistles? If that typewrit- 
ing machine, of his could speak Hem! Yes -~ there 

might be a good deal of amusement combined with consid- 
erable instruction in the love letters of a typewriter. 

Angela Muib appears on the balcony o. from l.; she ia 
carrying a croquet mallet, 

Angela. Nobody put in an appearance yet? 

Violet. No, not yet. (busies herself folding notes, ad- 
dressing envelopes, etc, all through the follounng dialogue) 

Angela, (coming down sta^e) I wish they'd come. I'm 
tired of knocking the balls about by myself, and I'm in 
great form this morning. 

Violet. (smiUng) It strikes me you were in great form 
last night. 

Angela. Last night? 

Violet. You amused the Duke awfully. 
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Angela. {tDonderingly) DidvIY 

Violet. And Mr. Vyse, too. 

Angela. Fancy 1 I'm sure they were wonderfully good- 
natured. They both offered to drive me home in a hansom, 
and they sot quite animated about it. Oh, they were so 
merry, and made such fun of each other. Mr. Vyse said 
" Goat ! " and the Duke said " Lamb I " At least, it sounded 
like lamb. 

Violet. {smiUng) You dear pet! Well, Mr. Vyse won, 
didn't he? 

Angela. Won? 

Violet. It was he who drove you home. 

Angela. Yes. We had rather an eventful drive. The 
horse was a little fresh; and Mr. Vyse said the cabman was, 
too. I was rather nervous at times, but he held me quite 
tenly and said if it came to the worst we would die in each 
other's arms. 

Violet. How romantic! One last fond embrace! 

Angela. No — that was on the doprstep. {goes a Kttle 
to B.) 

Violet. What! 

Angela, (turning) It was quite accidental on my part. 
He said ''Oh, look at the moon! '' And I looked up — and 
he kissed me. 

Violet, {laughing) Oh! Oh! Angela! 

Angela. I told him, dear — {going to Violet) I told 
him I only kissed my relationa in the country, but he said it 
was quite usual in London where people were more friendly. 

Violet. You're a dear, sweet little goose. I wonder if 
you are able to take care of yourself 7 

Angela, {going s.) There's no necessity while everyone 
looks after me as they do. 

ViouET. Do you know that you're making someone 
frightfully jealous. 

Angela. Jealous! {puts mallet on couch B.O.) 

Violet. Yes. 

Angela. Oh, Violet! Are you — are you In love with 
Mr. Vyse? {aita on couch b.o.) 

Violet, {laughing) Oh dear, no! 

Angela. Then whom do you mean? 

Violet. Sylvia. 

Angela. Lady ^Ivia ! But she couldn't be jealouB of met 

Violet. Why not? 

Angela. Because she's married. 

Violet. Yes, but not to Mr. Vyse. {riaea and goes up 
L.O.) Mr. Bowlby is a verv nice man, and, I believe, an 
excellent brewer; but — well, it was bot a love match oa her 
•idet 
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^As&OA. {rking and going to her) Then why did she ? 

ViOLBT. Marry him? {sita in arm chair i^c, Angela aita 
on arm of the chair) The Duke owed Mr. Bowlby money, 
«Qd induced Sylvia to accept him as a settlement in full. 
You see, when a parent is in difficulties a daughter is very 
often a valuable asset. There were the Bassinghams, for 
instance. Poor Lord Charlie and his wife were in desper- 
ately low water, so what did they do? They went care- 
fully through the commercial directory, made a selection 
of probable buyers, and disposed of their five girls to such 
advantage that they are now quite happy and comfortable. 

Angela* This is all very new and strange. 

VioLiBi. Oh, people in our set have realised for some 
time that daughters are exceedingly profitable. So much so, 
that nowadays it's becoming quite fashionable to have large 
families of girls. 

Angela. WeU, this certainly opens up a promising vista 
to us poor things. The Duke was speaking to me last night 
about my future, {rises) He is very much interested in the 
future of young girls, and he asked me to come to him 
whenever I was in doubt or difficulty. 

Violet, {aaroasticallp) That was very sweet of him. 

Angela. Yes, wasn't it? {goes up o.) He said the em- 
ployment of unmarried women was becoming a very grave 
question, and he seriously thought we should have to revert 
to the days of King Solomon, {exit on halcowy o. to L.) 

Violet. Humph! I'm be^nning to entertain doubts, 
my dear young friend, as to the absolute genuineness of 
your beautiful simplicity. 

Enter Hanssbvant n,^, followed Ig the Dxteb of 

St. !Eitts. 

Servant. His Grace the Duke of St. Eitts. {emt; Violet 
rises and meets the Duke, o.) 

Duke. Gk>od morning 1 Qood morning I Not late, am I? 

Violet, {shaking hands) No, you're in capital time. Mr. 
Vyse hasn't arrived yet. 

Duke. Vyse! Is he coming? 

Violet. Yes. 

Duke. I can't stand that man. Why did you ask him ? 

Violet. I didn't. It was my cousin — Angela, {he ut' 
iera an ejaculation of disgust) You see, you do want ttoo 
couples for a proper game, don't you? And I fancy she 
thought Mr. Vyse would be useful to pair off with me. {she 
goes to writing table L., and stands while putting letter in 
envelope) 

Duke, {taken in hg her) Ah! Yes, yes! I see. Quite so. 
MisB Muir is such a swee^ ingenuous little thing; it would 
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be a thousand pities if she were to get into the wrong hands. 
And with so many unscrupulous men about. I don't want 
to run down my own sex — but look at Vyse. 

VioucT. {with feigned apprehension^ going to Mm) Tqu 
don't mean that he is 

Duke. A bad lot. A very bad lot. 

Violet. Dear, dear! 

DxTKE. No principle — no conscience where women are 
concerned. No, don't be afraid. I won't enlarge. Now, 
dear little Angela — I must call her Angela. 

Violet. I'm sure she would like it. {goes hack to writing 
table) 

Duke. She's just the kind of unsuspecting girl to bo 
taken in by a specious rascal like Vyse. 

Violet. I'm afraid she needs guiding. 

Duke. She does, begad! 

Violet. What the poor child wants is the advice and 
counsel of some good, kind, motherly old soul who— - (yoea 
to him) you must talk to her. 

Duke, (quickly) What! 

Violet. I mean as we have not got a nice old lady wi 
must do the best we can with you. 

Duke. Oh! — ah! — yes. {looking round room) I say! 
Have any — any flowers come this morning? 

Violet. Flowers? {goes hack to writing table, Uta and 
addresses envelope) 

Duke. Yes. I ordered some to be sent round from the 
florist's. 

Violet. That's very nice of you. No; they've not come 
yet. 

DxTKB. I suppose she's fond of flowers? 

Violet. She? 

Duke. Miss Muir. 

Violet. Oh— oh— I thought you meant they were for 
me. 

Duke. You? Oh, bo, no, (chuckles) certainly not. (eifs 
on couch B.O.) I always play the game. I should nevtf 
think of poaching on Wyckham's preserves. 

Violet, (with pretended coldness; rising) Hadn't we betf« 
ter go and join Angela in the garden? (goes up o.) 

Duke, (rises) By all means. But, I say — you and 
Wyckham — ha, ha! Sylvia told me last night to call you 
Mrs, Aynsley before him; and I guessed why. Very clever, 
very smart! Ha, ha I 

Violet. Can I trust you to say nothing? May I hope 
you will continue to — play the game? 

Duke. To be sure, (they go up stage) But I've seen fo» 
gome time what was going on. Oh^ I keep in{ ^yea ogeBt 
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Yes — and my ears too. {ohuokles) I heaxd him last night 
at the Empire. 

Violet. What did you hear ? 

Dums. I and the others had just come out of the box;, 
and you and Wyckham were left behind for a minute. 

ViDurr. To put on my cloak. 

Duke. Quite so. {chuckling) And I then heard him dis- 
tinctly. 

Violet. Heard him? 

DuEE. (chuckling) Oh— ha» ha! — I know that sound. 

Violet. Sound? 

Di^E. Yes. 

Violet, (with great dignity) You are entirely mistaken. 
He was striking a match, {eant on balcony o. to L. followed 
hy the Duke, chuckling and shaking his head) 

Enter Servant d.b., showing in Vyse. The Sebvant 
is carrying a basket of very beautiful flowers. 

Servant, (announcing Vyse) Mr. Vyse — {seeing the 
room is empty) Oh! — the ladies are in the garden^ sir. 

Vyse. Are they alone? (l.o.) 

Servant. No, sir. His Grace the Duke of St. Kitts is 
with them, (puts basket of flowers on table b. and goes up, 
stage) 

Vyse. Has he been here long? 

Servant. Only a few minutes, sir. 

Vyse. Did he — (points to flowers) bring those flowers 
with him? 

Servant. No sir. They have just come from the florist's. 
They are for Miss Muir, sir. {eadt on balcony o. to L.) 

Vyse. {going e.) Humph! If it isn't St. Kitts, who the 
deuce can have sent them to her? She doesn't Imow any- 
one. At least — hardly anyone, (puts his hat on table R.) 
Oh, here's a card, {looks at card tied to handle of basket) 
Damn it! It is the old beast 1 Now, why the devil didn't 
/ think of sending some? 

Enter Servant, o. 

Servant. Will you please to step into the garden, sir? 

Vyse. (musing) Eh? What? Yes, all right; I'll come 
directly. You needn't wait. 

Servant. Yes, sir. (goes to d.r.) 

Vyse. Here — one moment. Does Miss Muir know these 
flowers have come? 

Servant. Oht Dear me, sir, I quite forgot to-— « 
{twmvng to go back) 
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Vtse. No, no! Never mind. 

Servant. Sir ? 

Vyse. Don't trouble about it. I'll tell her. 

Servant. Oh, thank you, sir. (emt djl; Vyse takes a 
card from his ca/rd case, takes the Duke's off the basket a/nd 
substitutes his oum) 

Vyse. There! {crumpling up the Duke's card and put- 
ting it in his troupers pocket) Exchange is no robbery, 
and I'm sure mine looks very much prettier. 

Angela, (outside) No, no! I won't let you fetch it. 
(Vyse quickly picks up Angela's mallet from couch, and 
comes down R.) 

DxTKE. (outside) Very well, then; we'll fetch it together. 

Enter Angela <md the Duke, o. from L. 

Angela. But I'm giving you so much trouble. 

Vyse. (turning and handing croquet mMet to Angela) 
Is this what you are looking for? (r.) 

Angela. Oh, Mr. Vyse. Thank you, yes. (takes m>allet) 
We've been waiting for you to begin a game. (r.c.) 

Duke, (to Vyse) You're to be Miss Aynsley's partner. 
(coming down l.o.) She's far and away the best player, so 
we handicap her by giving her you, 

Angela, (to Duke) But I'm sure you are a capital play* 
er yourself. 

Duke, (pleaded) Well 

Vyse. He ought to be. He's had a lot of practice. 

DuKB. Not lately. 

Vyse. No, I mean all those years before I was bom. 
(goes down b.) 

The Duke glares at Vyse. 

Angela. Oh! oh! what lovely flowers! (goes to table b.) 

Duke. Ah! Whom are they intended for, I wonder? 

Angela. For Violet, I suppose. 

Vyse. For Miss Muir, the servant said. 

Angela, (looking at flowers) For me! 

Duke. (chuckUng to himself) Sent by some admirer, I 
imagine. 

Vyse. That goes without saying. 

Angela. But who — who can it be? (takes up basket} 

Duke. Have you no idea? (l.o.) 

Vyse. (earnestly) Can't you guess? 

Angela. No. I (putting her nose to the fhwers ond 
coming down o.) Oh, how delicious! How perfectly 
quisite! Who could hav« sent them? I wish I knew; 
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1>DEB. Isn't there a — card somewheret There's gen- 
enHy a card. 

Angela, {seeing card) Oh — of course — yes. Here it is* 

Vtbic And — whose is it? 

Duke. (ohuokUng) Show it him. Ha, hal {goes L.) 
Show him the card, {turns up stage, rubbing his hmds and 
chuckling) 

Anqosul. (to Vtse) Tours! Oh, how very good of you! 

Duke, {turning) Not at aili Not at all! 

Angela. Oh, but it is. 

Vtse. Then it was a happy thought. 

Angela. (smelUng flowers) It's really awfully sweet of 
vou. (goes up o., looks off to l., and holds up basket) Vio- 
let! Violet 1 Look, dear! 

Duke, (goes to Vyse, b.) I heard her sa^ last night she 
was fond of flowers. And the first thing this morning, you 
see — the early bird, Vyse — the early bird! (sits on couch 
B.O. amd laughs) 

Vyse. You seem veiy fit this morning, (sits b. of Duke 
on co%ich B.O.) 

Duke. I am. Never fitter, {laughs immoderately) 

Angela, (going to table b. with basket) I must put you 
in water soon. Oh, you darlings ! ( the men, jump up quick- 
ly as if she meoMt them; the Duke goes up o.) 

Duke, (aside) A deuced lucky thought of mine, by Jove! 
Poor Vyse! Ha, ha! Poor Vyse! (exit c. to L., chuckling 
to himse^) 

Angela. I wonder I didn't notice your card at first. 

Vyse. (going up to b. of table) I'm ^lad I thought of 
patting it there. Between ourselves — if it hadn't been 
for that, the Duke is quite capable of pretending that he 
sent them. 

Angela. Oh, but not really! 

Vyse. Ah, you don't know him. What is he doing hera 
now at this unearthly hour? 

Angela. Why, it's past twelve. 

Vyse. And he never gets up before two. 

Angela. Then he must be very fond of croquet to come 
80 early to-day. (puts a flower in his button-hole) 

Vyse. Ah! your wonderful simplicity and absolute 
Ignorance of the world are so beautiful, that it makes me 
look back on my past life with positive hatred. 

Angela. Are you what they call a person with a past? 

Vyse. Why, what do you know of a person with a 

Angela. Nothing. Only I seem to have heard the 
phrase somewhere, (they go o.) 

Vyse. If I had only known you five years ago I should 
bave been another man. 
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AKGELiL* But then I sliouldii't have had the present sat- 
isfaction of feeling that I am helping you now. {goes to 
arm-ohair L.o.) 

Vyse. Helping me! Tea — to start afresh; to lead a 
new life. 

Angela. Do you think you can manage it all by your- 
self? {sita in arm-chair l.o.) 

Vyse. {going to her) No — with someone beside me. 
6ince I've met you all my old friends are distasteful to me. 
I see their hoUowness^ the utter emptiness of their frivo- 
lous lives. 

Angela, {rises) I may be frivolous, but I don't think 
I'm hollow. At leasts I hope I'm not hollow, {looks up at 
him) 

Vyse. You I My dear child, my {putting his arm 

round her and about to kiss her) 

Angela. No — please. We are not in a hansom now. 
[(crosses R,, he catches her hand to detain her) 

yiOLET. {outside) Angela I Angela! 

Angela, {disengaging herself) My cousin! {calling) 
Yes? I'm coming, Violet — coming! {goes B. for her maU 
let) 

Vyse. Stop a minute. 

Angela, no, no. We mustn't wait. 

Vyse. One moment. What are you going to do this 
afternoon? 

Angela. Nothing. 

Vyse. Then suppose you let me give you some^ tea. 

Angela. Where? 

Vyse. There's rather a nice little tea-shop in Bond- 
street. It's number 605. You can't miss it. You'll see 
the name over the window, ''The Old Cup and Saucer." 
It's really a new place. Shall we say half -past four? 

Angela. That will suit me perfectly. Have you asked 
many people? 

Vyse. N — n — no — not many. 

Angela. How shall I come? 

Vyse. {takes his hat from tahle b.) Drive down in a han- 
som, and I'll meet you at the door. By the way, your — 
cousin — you know 

Angela. Violet? {up o.) 

Vyse. Yes. There's — there's no occasion to tell her 
where you're going. 

Angela. Isn't there? 

Vyse. No. You see, she might think I Ought to have 
asked her too. And I — I shouldn't like to hiurt her feel- 
ings. 

Angela. Oh, not Nor I. It's very considerate of you, 
and I won't say a word to her about it. 
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iVtsc You see the force of it, don't you? 

Angela. Oh, quite! But I should never have thought 
of it myself. I think I shall always be learning something 
^hen I'm with you. 

yYSB. You dear child! 

Enter Sebvant^ d.b. 

Servant. Lord Robert Wyckham. 

Enter Wyckham and exit Servant. Wyoehaii: ia 
restleas and absent in manner, 

Angela, (surprised) Oh! How d'you do. Lord Robert? 

Vyse. Hullo, Bob! 

Lord R. Gk)od morning. Miss Muir. Ah, Vyse. 

Angela. My cousin is in the garden. We are all going 
to play croquet. 

Lord R. Will you tell her I'm here? 

Angela. Won't you come? 

Lord R. Thanks — no — if you wouldn't mind telling 
her. 

Violet, {outside) Now then, you two! Do make hastcL 

Angela. Violet! Violet! (exit o. to L., followed hu 
Vyse) Lord Robert Wyckham's here. Will you come, dear? 

Lord Robert goes guiokly up l., puts hat and sticJs <m 
chair L. at hack, and comes down L., pulling off JU8 
gloves. Enter Violet on balcony o.; she stands 
toatching Mm^ for a moment^ unobserved, 

Violet. Bob! 

Lord R. {seeing hery Ah! 

Violet. Whars the matter? 

Lord R. Matter? {crosses b.)' 

Violet, {comes doton a Utile o.) You were walking up 
and down like a caged lion. 

Lobd R. I feel l&e one. {crosses L.)' 

Violet. You promised me you wouldn't come to the 
house. 

Lord R. I can't help that, (goes up L.) 

Violet. Fortunately Mr. Aynsley is not at home to-day. 
(Lord Robert turns) Well! What has happened? 

Lord R. {comes down l.o.) I've had an upset; a horrible 
frightful upset. 

VIOLET. In a cab? (b.o.V 

LoBD R. No, in the dub. I met a man there just now, 
and we were talking and— well — somehow or other he 
happened to mention Aynsley. And — {close to her) what 
flo you think he said? 
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Violet, {shaking her head) I haven't a notioii. 

LoBD R. (intently) He said that your husband is ft 
widower! 

Violet. Is your friend an Irishman? 

LoBD R. Yes. {goes up o.) 

Violet, {sits on couch B.p.) I thought so. You see, white 
I'm alive it would be a little difficult for mj husband to be 
a widower, wouldn't it? 

LoBD R. Violet! {comes down to her) Don't — pray 
don't trifle with me. My love for you has been the one 
great romance of my life. No other woman — I mean mar- 
ried, of course — has ever attracted me as you have. From 
the first moment I saw your husband — I loved you, for I 
perceived at a glance how impossible it was that such an 
ordinaiy specimen of conventional humanity could ever sat- 
isfy the heart hxmger of a woman like you. And now — 
now — not half an hour ago — I met with the terrible, 
crushing intelligence that you are not married. Oh, Violet 1 
Violet! you might have spared me this, {goes to o.) 

Violet. Don't keep walking up and down like that. 

LoBD R. {goes up o.) You — you whom I thought so 
open, so candid, so altogether above deceit. 

Violet. Do stop, for goodness sake! 

Lord R. {comes down b.o.) Youi ring — your wedding 
ring, {points to her ring) Was that only a trick to make me 
bcdieve that you were free to love me? (Violet qmchly 
twms round a ring on her finger to look Uke a wedding 
ring; Lord Robebt goes L. and drops into chair at writing 
table) The one woman in all the world for me; and not 
married — not married! {rests his elbows on table with his 
face in his hands) 

Violet. And you believe that? {rises and g6es toiibards 
him) 

LoBD R. {raising his head) What can I believe? 

Violet. Anything you hear; so it seems, {turns up c.) 

LoBD R. He distinctly told me that Aynsley was a wid- 
lower. 

Violet, {turns sarcastically) Indeed! 

LoBD R. Yes. 

Violet, {comes down b.o.) And has it never come within 
the range of your experience that widowers occasionally 
marry again? 

LoBD R. {rises quickly) What? {goes to her) 

Violet, {with assumed coldness) I am not in the habit 
of practising deception, {crosses L.) 

Lord R. {believing her) Violet! {follows and keeps pace 
with her; they both walk quickly) 

Violet. You^ at least should have Imown me better. 
[{orosses b.) 
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LoBD R. (repentant) Violet! 

Violet. I am surprised and wounded, (crosses u) 

LoBD R. But, Violet, I 

VioiBT. I am deeply hurt, Lord Robert, (crosses o.) 

LoBD R. No, nol Bob — Bob — your own Bob! 

Violet, (with great dignity) After this, it is extremely 
uncertain if I shall ever feel capable of Bobbing you again. 

LoBD R. What a silly ass I've been! 

Violet. I'm glad the truth has come home to you at last. 

LoBD R. But look here, Violet 

Violet. Miss Ayns — (quickly correcting herself) Mrs. 
Aynsley, if you please, (sits on b. of couch b.g.) 

Lord R. 1 wish to heaven I'd kicked that man down the 
club steps! (goes to l. end of couch, pleadingly) Will you 
listen to me? I'm sorry — awfully, frightfully sorry. It 
was the sudden shock of the thing. You've heard of a man 
being knocked silly by a blow? Well, that's what happened 
to me. I was completely knocked out, lost my senses for a 
time, and before I came to myself I came to you; and then 
I talked — well, you know what I talked — a lot of rot. 
Yes— I know it now — it was rot — every word of it; but 
▼oull forget it. Yes — yes — forget all about it; and we'll 
be just the same as we were before; won't we — won't wet 

Violet. I wonder — if you are really to be trusted? 

LoBD R. I haven't a doubt of it. 

Violet. You are truly sorry? 

LoBD R. Horribly, sorry. 

Violet. Hmnbly repentant? 

LoBD R. Grovellingly repentant. 

Violet. And you'll be a good boy and never do it again T 

Lord R. Never. 

Violet. Then I think I'll give you another trial. 

LoBD R. (in his ordinary tone) Thanks. I knew yoU 
would, (sits beside her on couch) 

Violet, (laughing) You wretch! 

LoBD R. You must admit it was a bit of a facer to be 
suddenly told there was no husband in the case. 

Violet. Poor, dear man. 

LoBD R. Well — you say your husband is not at home^ 
eh? 

Violet. My husband is never at home. 

LoBD R. Never at home! And this is the man who ex* 
pects to monopolise you ! This is the husband who 

Violet. Don't you think we might leave my husband 
alone — for once? (rises and goes round B. of couch and up a 
little) 

LoBD R. Oh, if we could only leave him alone for al- 
ways. Cant you see how dishonourable, how wrong it is to 
•tay with a man you don't love? 
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Violet, (aa if considering the question) When I can go 
sway with a man I do. {leans over hack of couch) 

LoBD B. Ah, what a dream it would be I What a per* 
fectly exquisite dream. You and I together; far away from 
ererything and everybody. 

Violet. Living entirely for ourselves. 

Lord R. Completely wrapped up in each other, 

Violet. Thinking of no one else. 

Lord R. Letting the world go hang. 

Violet. Totally oblivious of other people. 

Lord R. Not caring a dump for a souL 

Violet. Absolutely unselfish. 

LoBD R. Ah! it's a glorious world if we only make the 
best of it and think solely of our own happiness. If people 
lived more for themselves they wouldn't be so ready to in- 
terfere in their neighbour's concerns. 

Violet. What a charming mind you have. You look at 
everything in such a beautiful light. 

Lord R. {takes her hand tohich rests on hack of couch) I 
see everything in the light of your eyes, {rises) Ah I my 
dearest — my own {ahout to emhraoe her) 

Violet, (draiomg hack) No, no I 

Lord R. Why not? 

Violet, (glancing at windows) Not now. (goes up o.) 

Lord R. Well — look here, {goes up L. for his hat and 
stick) Come and have some tea this afternoon. 

Violet. At the old place? 

Lord R. No — I forgot to tell you. I've discovered a 
new tea-shop in Bond-street. It's only just opened, and 
they keep it dark. 

Violet. Keep it dark? (r.o.) 

Lord R. The room I mean. There's only a dim religious 
light; and I spotted one particular corner where your dear- 
est enemy couldn't recognise you. 505 is the number. By 
the way — Vyse lives over the shop. He's got the flat above 
it. (crosses b.) 

Violet. Supposing he saw us! 

Lord R. Men never see one under these circumstances. 
Youll come? 

Violet. You don't deserve it. 

Lord R. No. That's all right, (goes to D.B. and stops) 
Half -past four? 

Violet. If I come. 

Lord R. Yes, quite so. Of course. Do you know — all 
the way home last night I thought of that embrace in the 
box. And when I took off my overcpat I kissed it on th^ 
shoulder. 
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Violet. Why? 

LosD R. (earnestly) Because there was a little white 
patdi there where your cheek had rested, [exit djl) 

The DuEE and Vyse are heard m altercation outside. 

DuKiB. '{outside) No, no. Oh dear, noi 
Vtse. (outside) That was the game. 
Duke, (outside) Nothing of the sorti 
Vtse. (outside) I say it was! 
]>UEE. (outside) You can say what you like! 

The Dtjee a/nd Vyse appear on halcony with their effh 
guet mallets; they are greatly excited. 

Vtse. You should have left my ball alone, and gone tot 
four hoop. 

They enter from, halcony* 

Dure. I say it wasn't the game. 

Vyse. That's all you know about it. 

Duke. Look here. You can't teach me croquet. 

VrsB. I know that. 

Angela Mxjib appears on halcqny, 

Duke. I appeal to Miss Muir (the three come down a few 
paces; Vyse b.o., Angela o., the Duke l.g., Violet is dovM 
X..) NoWy Miss Muir (pointing with his mallet to the floor) 
my ball was here, and his was here, and the hoop was there, 

and I naturally (Vyse goes behind couch B.C., and 

lewns against hack of it vAth his hack to the audience) 

Angela. I'm afraid I wasn't looking at the moment. 
[(goes B. and leans against hack of couch b.o. and b. of Vyse) 

Vyse. Of course not. One gets tired of watching a man 
hovering over a simple stroke for ten minutes. 

DxTKE. (incensed) Simple stroke! (to Violet) Listen to 
him. I assure you he missed three absolutely childish shots. 
Bimple stroke! Why, I'd give him points any day and 
play his head off. Simple stroke! (aside to Violet) I do 
think that main is the most conceited jackass I ever met. 
'{goes up L.O. with Violet) 

Vyse. (aside to Angela) Poor old St. Kitts. Queer old 
chap, isn't he? 

Angela. Well — he's not quite my conception of a Duke. 
I mean hc^e not like those in the '* Family Herald." 
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TJnter Lord Hobebt d.b.; he goes c, and then up fm 9tes» 

LoBD R. I Bay, Vyse, old chap. 

Vysb. Yes? 

JjOBD R. Shall you be at home this afternoon about hall 
past four? 

Vyse. (quickly) No — no, I shan't. I shall be out all 
day. 

LoBD H. Oh, never mind, (aside) That's all right, {cornea 
doton L.O., and looks at Violet to attract her attention) 

VrsE. (aside to Angela) I shall be very much l>etter 
engaged, shan't I? 

Angela. But you mustn't throw over other people for me. 

yi3LET comes down L. of Lobd Kobebt; the DuKS goea 
up to windows o. 

IVyse. Fd throw over the whole world for you. 

Angela. You're the most unselfish person I ever met. 

LoBD R. (aside to Violet) I came back to ask Vyse if he 
would be in his rooms this afternoon. He says he'll be out 
bXL day. So if the tea-shop should be very full — 

Violet. Oh — do you think I dare? 

LoBD R. I think so. 

Dtjee. Well, are we going to play any more^ or what? 
Miss Muir, what do you say? 

Angela. Delighted. 

Violet. Gome along then, {goes up c, Lobd Rosmf 
goes TmY 

Enter Sebvant^ d.b. 
6EBVANT. Lady Sylvia Bowlby. 

Enter Lady Sylvia and ewit Sisivant. 

Violet. What? Sylvia! (o.) 

Lady S. Good-morni^, eveiyone. (looka tkt Vybk and 
Angela; then crosses to Violet and shakes htmds) Quite an 
assemblage! What is it? 

Violet. Croquet. Will you play? 

Lady S. No, thanks, (crosses L.) 

Viourr. Well, come and look on. (goes a little up 0*t 
Angela comes down b.) 

Lady S. Presently. It's a little hot in the aim. (shdhea 
hands with Lobd Robebt, l.) Don't mind me. Ill f6Ilo>v 
you. 

Lobd E. There's bo hurry. 
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Ladt 8. No, no. Go on with your game, or I shall think 
I^ in the way. (Lobd Robert joma Violet up l.o.) 

Duke, {up o.) If Wyckham is going to play we shall be 
an odd number. 

Ladt S. Yes, well — Miss Muir will stay and talk to 
me, I^ sure. 

Anchbla. Oh yes. {or oases l. to Ladt Sylvia a/nd shakes 
hands) 

DiTKB. {coming down o.) No, !qo. We can't spare Misa 
Muir. 

Ladt S. {aside to Angela) I must speak to yoiu 

Anchela. {to the Dues) I'd rather you left me out this 
time^ really. 

The Duke goes up o. 

VioiJCT. {to Duee) You must put up with me as a partner, 

DuEj^ Good. We'll play the two men. We'll show them 
—walk away from them. Ha, ha! Poor Vyse! Ha, ha I 
{ewit icith Violet c. to lu, followed by Lord R.; Ladt S« 
goes up o.) 

Vtse. {goes up o. to Ladt S.) You're out early this 
morning Lady Sylvia. 

Ladt S* One has to be up very early— sometimes. 

Vtse hesitates as if about to speak, then, after a pause, 
eants slowly o. to l. 

Angela, {crossing to couch B.O.) I have to thank you^ 
Lady SylvisL, for such a delightful time last evening. I en- 
J<^ed myself immensely, {puts mallet on couch B.O. a^sits) 

Ladt S. I saw you did, {aits in arm-chair l.o.) and that 
is why I am here this morning. I want to speak to youn 
and — quite plainly. 

AiVGELA. Oh, thank yout 

Ladt S. Miss Muir, you are very young. 

Angela. Not so very young. I'm nearly nineteen. 

Ladt S. A mere child. 

Angela, {sweetly) To you, perhaps. (Angela speaks 4$$ 
the most sweetly in/nocent ma/nner while Ladt Stlvia keepe 
her feelings weU under restraint) 

Ladt S. To anyone. 

Anchela. Of course I do feel young, because I look upon 
girls of two or three and twenty as old. And after thirty; 
— well — women, in my eyes, seem to be quite ancient then, 
poor things. 

Ladt S. Yes. Well — I didn't come to discuss the ques* 
tScn of age. 

Angela. Oh, I thought when yon began by saying I waa 
ft mera child* 
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Lad7 S. I meant not in years only, (riaea and goes to 
chair B.C. a little above couch) Now, I wish you to feel that 
I am your friend — your true friend. 

Angela. I do. And it makes me very happy. 

Lady S. {moves chair down a Uttle to l. of couch) It is 
the question of your happiness which concerns m% at the 
present moment^ and impels me to speak to you Ter^ 
seriously. 

Angela, (wonderingly) Lady Sylvia! {moves a Uttle ofi 
couch ^o B.) 

Lady S. [glances at windows, and aita on chair) I want to 
put you on your guard, to warn you against Mr. Vyse, 

Angela. Mr. Vyse? (rises) 

Lady S. He is not at all a nice man for you to know. 

Angela. Isn't he? {sits on couch) 

Lady S. He's anything but a good man. 

Angela. Not a good 1 

Lady S. In fact, he is an extremely bad one. 

Angela. Oh, but he's better now — much better. I know 
he wasn't formerly all he should have been; but now he 
looks back with hatred on his past. 

Lady S. Absurd! 

Angela. No, really. He's verv sorry for himself, and 
he's going to begin a new life. I know he is, because he 
told me so himself. 

Lady S. And this charming resolution of his is due to 
your influence? I suppose he told you that? 

Angela. I think he did mention it. 

Lady S. Of course. 

Angela. He says all his old friends have become dis- 
tasteful to him. They're so hollow and empty. I think he 
must have fallen among a very bad set of people. Don't 
you? 

Lady S. You poor foolish child. And how long, may I 
ask, has he been making love to you? 

Angela. Making love? 

Lady S. I presume you know what making love means I 

Angela. Oh yes. {rises a/nd crosses o.) I've seen the peo- 
ple down at Dorking on Bank Holidays. They change hats, 
put their arms round each other's necks, and sing at the top 
of their voices; but Mr. Vyse has never even suggested 
we should do anything of that kind, {sits in arm-chair L.o.) 

Lady S. {rises) Your simplicity is very refreshing, but let 
me tell you that he is behaving abominably (o.) 

Angela. Why — how ? 

Lady S. Because — while amusing himself with von, bQ 
is in love with someone else. 

Ancoela. How can you know? 
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Lady S. I do know, and I pity you with all my heart, (r. 
of Angela) I can't let this go on and see you made wretched 
and miserable if I can help it; so do — do take my advice 
and have nothing more to say to him. I shall feel I have 
done my duty and shall go home so relieved, if you will 
promise never to see him again. 

Angela. Is this — someone else-— a friend of yours? 

Lady S. I — I know her. {goes b.) 

Angela. But if she doesn't care for him 

Lady S. But she does. (b.g.) 

Angela. /Then why doesn't he many her? 

Lady S. Because — ah! now you will see what kind of 
man he is — because she is already married. 

Angela. Oh, how dreadful! (rises) 

Lady S. Yes. 

Angela. How shocking! 

Lady S. Yes. 

Angela. What a widced woman she must be! 

Lady S. Bhe! {dovm b.) 

Angela. (l.c.) Yes. She must be much worse than he. 
Oh, I think she must be infinitely worse; don't you? He 
isn't married, and so he's not deceiving his wife; but she — 
oh, what a dreadful person! How awfully sorry you must 
feel for her unfortunate husband 1 

Lady S. (controlling "herself with difficulty) At any 
rate, I hope you will show Mr. Vyse that you wish to have 
nothing more to do with him, and Violet must be asked not 
to invite him to the house. 

Angela. But you invited him to yours. 

Lady S. (taken abacTc) I — oh — yes — but — I am a 
married woman. 

Angela. But, from what you've told me, that doesn't 
appear to make much difference to him. 

Lady S. Well, I've warned you, and you must see that 
he's a man you ought not to know. 

Angela. It's awfully sweet of you to be so anxious on 
my account. 

Lady S. My only object was to endeavor to keep you 
and Mr. Vyse apart. 

Angela. Thank you so very much. I'm sure you are 
quite like a mother to me. 

Lady S. I have done my duty, that is all. (goes up c.) 

Angela. And I — I, dear Lady Sylvia, will do my 
duty. 

Lady 8. That's right. 

Angela, (sits in arm-chair l.o.) I see plainly— oh, so 
Ulainly, that it rests with me to save Mr. Vyse, 
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Ladt S. Save him? (comes down a) 

Angela, (rising and facing her) Ftom that horrid woman. 
(going to couch b.g.) I will do my best in my poor 
little way to make him forget her. (sits) I'll try and 
persuade him to come and play croquet here every day so 
that I can see him constantly. I'll use all the influence 
which he says I possess, to work upon his better nature; 
and I believe — I quite hope and believe I shall end in 
effecting a complete cure. 

Lady S. {losing control) You shall not. (l. of An- 
gela) You shall do nothing of the kind. 

Angela, (rises) But, Lady Syl 

Lady S. This simple innocence is very well done, but 
it doesn't hoodwink me. You influence him? Tou re* 
form him? Rubbish! (crosses B.) You're in love with 
him. Yes, you are; you're in love with him and you 
think you'll catch him. 

Angela. Really I 

Lady S. But you won't. He's far too clever for that. 
He might marry for money, but never for love. And aa 
for love — you needn't flatter yourself he cares a snap of 
his finger for you; for he doesn't, (laughing oynioallj^) 
Oh no; oh dear, no. Don't imagine that for an instant. 

Angela. You seem to know nim very well. 

Lady S. I do. 

Angela. Almost as well as — that dreadful creature. 
!(o.) 

Lady S. What do you mean? (pause) What do yon 
mean? 

Angela. Mean? 

Lady S. What has he told you? 

Angela. Why do you 

Lady S. What do you know? 

Angela. You mean ? 

Lady S. You know perfectly well what I mean. 

Angela. Do I? 

Lady S. But it's not true. It's absolutely false 1 And 
remember this — that not only people who talk scandal^ 
but those who repeat it can be punished in a court of law. 

Angela. But really. Lady Sylvia 

Lady S. (going to d.b.) I've nothing more to say. I've 
warned you; and you'll be sorry for yourself when your 
^es are opened. Tou to help him to begin a new life! A 
new life! (laughs cynically) You child, you baby I How 
thoroughly he must enjoy the joke! (with pretended g/ram* 
ity) But never mind that. Don't relax, do your duly; and 
dont-— don't let anyone deter you from persevering in 
grour work of reformation, (emt da. touyMfi^ "MfifOfttp* 



ally; AiroiXA gcea to eouch B.0.9 takes up her mallet^ rests 
tkf h^f^ of i$ on the eouch, and^ stiindsi lef^inj^ ujith ioth 
hands on t%e handle looking after Lady Sylvia with a 
quiet smile) 
Anci|2«a. How beautifully she gave herself away. 

MfBO^of, laughter is heard from the garden. 



ACT in. 

81CABTLT FuBNiSHED Man's Eooh. 
The ladder in the ouphoard ia flat against the haek imII. 




J)00« 






f 



li 

a; 



OQ 



e 



p. 

3 



I 



o 



I 



a 





''^Qq- 



^Aorm. 



Tool — The same afternoon* 

Boenil^Vyse's chamhera in Bond-street, There ia a fog 
outaideg and the stage is only dimly lighted. 

Enter Violet Atnslet, Lord Robebi Wyokham, and 
IILbb, CfiOFPEBy D.L. at hack, 

LoBD R. (0.) How long has Mr. Vyse been gone? 

Mbb, C, (l.0.) About a quarter of an hour^ sir. But 
where 'e went, and 'ow long 'ell be, and what time 'e'll bo 
home again I don't know no more than the dead. 

LoBD. R. {to Violet) We ma^ as well wait. 

Violet, (b.) I think bo. 

LoBD R. (to Mas. Cboppeb) Where is his man? 

"Mbb. G. Mr. Garter, sir? 

LoBD R. Yes, Garter. 

Mbs. G. 'E's out, too, sir. *£ told me as 'ow Mr. Vys« 
said 'e didn't want 'im for nothin', and 'e could take the 
afternoon to 'isself ; so'e's gone off to see 'is young woman 
what lives in Grosvenor-square — no, I'm tellin' you a 
story; it ain't Grosvenor-square, it's Grosvenor-place, 
'cause 'e passed the remark that 'is young lady was upper 
'ousemaid alon^ o' Sir Solomon and Lady Jacobs, what 
started in life in the second 'and clothes line, just as you 
and me might 'ave done, sir, and only shows the luck 'as 
falls to some people; for what I will say is this, you maj] 
scrub and you may rub 

LoBD R. {trying to stop her) Yes, yes. 

Mbs. C. You may scrub and you may rub 

LoBD R. Yes, quite so. 

Maa, G. You may scrub and you may- 



LoBD R. Look here. Are ^ou a gramophone? 

Mbs. G. No, sir. I'm a widder. I lives in the basement, 
and cleans up the rooms and swills down the stairs; and 
when you comes to six flights 

LoBD R. Do you think you could get us some tea? 

Mbs. G. Tea, sir? 

Violkt. Perhaps she doesn't know where the things are 
kept! 
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Mrs. C. Oh, yes, I doeB, mum. There ain't a lock-up ki 
the place. Mr. Vyse leaves everything out. (juite th« 
gentleman, 'e is. 

LoBD R. Ye& well we should like some tea. 

Mas. 0. And I don't know nothin' more refreshin' than a 
nice cup o' tea. I always do say when your arms is achin' 
and your back feels a'most broke in 'alf, that a good strong 
cup with three limips o' sugar and not too mu(£ milk is a 
necktie fit for the godses. {ewit djl. at hade) 

Violet. That woman positively takes one's breath away. 
Good gracious! how thick this fog is getting. 

LoBD R. Yes. By Jove! it's almost quite dark, I Ba- 
it's just as well that Garter's absent. I told you vysa 
wouldn't be here, didn't I? Now we'll have a ripping^ time^ 
all to ourselves, {about to emhraoe her) 

Enter Mb& Gboffbb dx. at JiaoK 

Mbs. C. Oh. my goodness, the room i» full of this UesMd 
fog! 'Ere, I'll give you some light. {etDttehea on the eleeMo 
Ught) I beff pardon, but will you take anything with yovae. 
I^T A bofied egg; or some bloater-paste-, or —— 

YiOLEi 8%t8 B. of talle B.O. 

Lord R. A little bread and butter, cake^ anythii^ — — 

Mas. C. You'll excuse me asking you, but what I alwagw 
Bay is, I don't 'old with tea on a empty stomach, (emt dsl. 
at hack) 

LoBD R. {eitting on hack of table B.o. and oloee to Vio- 
UET) As I was saying — I knew we should be alone liere— • 
we've the whole afternoon before us, and, by Jove, it's almost 
too good to be true to feel I've got you all to myself. 

Violet. You silly old boy. 

LoBD R. Ah, my dearest darling. M^ own, own— — 
'{about to emhraoe her) 

Enter Mrs. Cbofpeb; Lord Robert and Vioucr rUe. 

Mbs. C. I beg pardon. You must excuse me, vSt, and 
your ffood lady, too, but^ as Mr. Vyse is out and Mr. Carter 
as well, and me bein' in charge of the premises, and respon* 
Bible like, it 'ave just 'appen to strike me that p^x^ yoQ 
wouldn't mind bein' so g(x>d as to tell me who you are. 

LoBD R. {confused) Quite so — to be sure — I 

Violet, {crossing l.) I am Mr. Vyse's sister. 

JSbb. O. (o.) Oh, indeed, munu 

LoBD R. (B.) Yes, and Pm his broUm. 
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Ujtf • €L Qht indeed, sir. Well, I do 'umbly 'ope youll 
fomre mo puttin' tke question. 

CoBD B* Xes, yes, certainly. You're quite right. 

'Mbs. O. Of course I didn't think as there was ezaddy 
ai^t^ing wrong; and I never thought you looked as if you 
wasn't respectable — ^'cause you do; but one can't be too 
care^; for mistakes is made sometimes, and there's a lot o* 
queer people about, {exit d.l. at h(ick) 

Lord R, (laughing) His sister! {goes L. to Violet) What 
the dickens made you say that? 

Violet. What could I say? 

LoBD R. But how you jumped at it. 

Violet. Because I thought you were going to give ua 
ftway. It'a all very well for you, my dear man, but if I'd 
given her my name, she'd have told Mr. Vyse I'd been here, 
and then — don't you see, you goose? 

LoBD R. Yies, yes. Sister was distinctly good. And I — 
lilaughing) I capped it with brother, didn't I? Dear old 
i^yse. He'll wonder who on earth we were. 

Violet. I hope to heavens he won't recognize me from 
ber description. 

LoBD R. Not he; I'll undertake to put him off the scent. 
Now, now, my dear Violet, don't frighten yourself. There's 
no danger, not the least, I assure you. It's perfectly safe, 
far safer than down below in the tea-shop, where anyone 
might see us. Ah, my own dearest love, my — {ctbout to 
emhraoe her) 

Violet, (retreating) No, no. Not yet. Wait till she's 
brought in the tea. (goes n.) He's got rather nice rooms, 
haaart he? 

LoBD R. Not bad. (sits in chair L.O.; looking sulky) 

Violet. I like exploring, don't you? (pushes open door B. 
and looks in) I suppose this is — yes. A small dining-room. 
Very cosy though. Oh, I think you men know how to mako 
yourselves com^. (pointing to door l.) What's in there. 

Lord R. (rises) Sort of box-room, I fancy, (goes to dx.) 

Violet, (going up r.) I'm bent on a tour of inspection. 
It's fun looking over a man's rooms; particularly when the 
man's away. 

Lord R. (looking in at d.l.) Portmanteaus and hat-boxes; 
keeps his guns and fishing tackle here, too. 

Violet, (opening cupboard doors r. at hack) This is only 
a kind of landing with a ladder going up somewhere. 

Lord R. (going up to Violet) Leads through a trap door 
to the roof, I expect. That's in case of fire, you know. 

Violet, (coming dovm l.) What an awful thing to be 
caught Ij fire. 

I^RD K. (up stage) Or — a husband. That ladder might 
be useful in either event, (shuts cupboard doors) 
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Violet. I wish yoa wouldn't talk of husbands when weV« 
come here to spend a pleasant afternoon, {aita in chair L.O.) 

LoBD R. (cornea down o.) Well, there's no danger of 
yours turning up. 

Violet. Not the slightest. What would you do if he 
did? 

LoBD R. (pointing to cupboard) Make straight for the 
roof. 

Violet. You wretch! Do you know, I can't imagine 
W^ you're so very much opposed to marriage. 

LoBD R. ( takea chair from l. of table B.o. and bringa it o. 
and leana over back of it) Opposed? Not at aU. I strongly 
advocate marriage — in other people. The truth is, my dear 
child, I'm excessively romantic. There's a deep vein of 
sentiment in my character, and the ordinary prosaic attach- 
ment to the conventional girl doesn't appeal to me in the 
least. I know, because I've tried it. I was once enga^d 
for two days to a charming creature, a sylph, a fairy 1 The 
day after I proposed, I called on her mother. She was— > 
well, not a fairy, and she was fatally pleased at her daugh- 
ter's engagement. Then two brothers and three sisters ap- 
peared, all infernally pleased. Lastly the father came in, 
and he was damnably pleased. That settled it. The entire 
family with one accord sat on the flower of my romance and 
crushed it; and I left the house never to return, 

Violet. Your love had a short life. 

LoBD R. (placea chair r. of Violet a/nd aita) Naturally. 
It was killed by the commonplace. For the existence of a 
really great passion that is worthy of the name, three per- 
sons are necessary — the husband, the wife, and the oUier 
one. 

Violet. But how will it end? 

LoBD R. In the usual way — by the survival of the fittest. 
Love as a poetic dream is only possible when it's hemmed in 
1^ difficulties, attended with risks, and accompanied by the 
charm of uncertainty. Why are we here to-day? 

Violet. We oughtn't to have come, (riaea and croaaea B.) 

LoBD R. (risea) Exactly. That's why we're here, (put a 
chair back at L. of table B.o.) What is the toast and water 
of matrimony compared with the champagne of the stolen 
interview ? Ah ! don't you realise, don't you appreciate the 
ineffable attraction of our equivocal position? 

Violet. I — I'm a little bit afraid I do. 

LoBD R. Of course; it's a natural instinct. Ah, my bean* 

tiful sweetheart, my (about to embrace her, the doer, 

outaide in the paaaage ia heard to alam) 

Violet. Shush! Listen! (looking at D.L, at back) 

Lord R. What? 

Violet. I heard the doorl 
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LoBD R« The woman. 

Violet, (alarmed) No, no. A voice. A man's voice 
[(going quickly B.) I heard him distinctly! 

LoBO R. (listeninff) It can't be Vyse. (runs to DX. at 
hack, opens it and peeps out) 

Violet. Good gracious, I hope hot. 

LoBD R. (shuts door softly, hut quickly) Look out! 
They're coming up! The dining-room — go into the dining- 
room. 

Violet, (half angrily) And you told me we should be 
perfectly safe here. 

lOBD R. (going quickly B.) Never mind what I told you. 
Into the dining-room. 



Violet ecrits quickly d.b., followed hy Lobd Robebt; 
enter Angela. Muib arud Vybe d.l. at hack. 



Angela. Oh, so this is the ladies' tea-room? (comes 
down B.O. looking round room) 

Vyse. Yes, this is the ladies' tea-room, (puts his hat and 
stick on tahle B. of d.l. at hack) 

Angela, (looking round room) There's no one here at 
present. 

Vtse. Isn't there? No; I suppose it's a little early. 

Angela. I don't think it's quite euch a pretty room as 
the one downstairs^ 

Vyse. No; but it's quieter. 

Angela. Yes, it — it seems quieter. Will your friends 
know where to find us when they come? 

Vyse. My — my friends? (comes down L. of Angela.) 
Oh, I forgot — didn't I tell you? They've all disappointed 
me. I had three wires at the last moment to say they 
couldn't come. 

Angela, (c.) Oh, how very annoying. 

Vyse. Do you mind? 

Angela. I was thinking of your disappointment. 

Vyse. Oh, I don't care a snap. In fact I'm awfiUly glad, 
because it will be so much jollier all by ourselves. 

Angela. You don't think I require a chaperone? 

Vyse. Not at all. 

Angela. I only asked because I know nothing about 
these things. You see I live in the country. 

Vyse. And you bring the scent of the hay with you. I 
say, isn't this fog awful? I'm afraid it's going to be a 
regular pea-souper, (goes up to window L.) 

Angela. And in the summer, too. (sits L. of iohle B.O.) 
Do you know I've never seen a real London log. 
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Vyse. Ah; then I expect this oae is on show for your 
•special henefit. 

Enter Mas. Cbobpeb d.Ii. at hack with tray cantammg 
teorservioe. She cornea elowly doum L.0.9 staring at 
Angela, and crosses round B. and up to n, cf table 
B.O. As she crosses, Angela rises and goes o. to VYsat, 
K^ meets her up o. Vtsb stares at Mbs. Obovshol, 

Ancola. {aside to Vyse) Who is that? 

Vyse. Eh? oh? (aside to Angela) The waitresB with 
the tea. 

Mbs. C. (putting tray on table) I saw you come in, sir, so 
I 'urried up, and you're just in time. 

Vyse. Ah, y;es — thank you. 

Mbs. €. I didn't know whether you was cimiiii' back or 
not, sir; and so I told yer brother and sister. 

Vyse. What? 

Angela, (aside to Vyse) Were you expecting your brother 
and 

Vyse. (aside to Angela) What, no ^ she thinks Fm 
someone else, (goes l. with Angela, and they stand vMh 
their hacks to M^. Gboppeb) 

Mbs. C. (ammging tray) I've made yer a nice cup o' tea. 
A spoonful for each and one for the pot. (goes to D.B. and 
calls as if to Lobo Robebt and Violet) Tea is quite ready, 
sir, when you are. (turns away from d.b.) 

Vyse. (turning) Yes, all right. Thanks. 

Mbs. G. (at table b.o.) I think you'll find I've ent the 
bread and butter as thin as a wafer, and I got the cake and 
the biscuits down in the shop, (goes 0., Aitoela crosses b.) 

Vyse. Yes, yes. 

Mbs. C. (pulling down her sleeves) I do 'ope, sir, as youll 
excuse the state I'm in, but this is my washin' and scrubbin' 
day, and, as the lady will tell yer, yer can't clean the 'ouse 
and yerself at the same time, (exit D.L. at hack) 

Vyse. No. Quite so. 

Re-enter Mbs. Cbopfeb quickly. 

Mbs. C. Oh, well, there, I am forgetfuL Youll want two 
more cups, wont yon? Ill not keep yer a minute, (emt 
DX. at back) 

Angela. What a funny woman, isnt she? 

Vyse. Yes, a sort of charwoman, I fancy. I suppose 
they're short of waitresses to-day, and so they're makuig 
use of her. 

AiraiLA. How in the world shall I get home if the fog 
lasts! 
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Vtsb. Youll have to stay hare till ijb qlei^ra. 
ANCJKTiA. But you'll be getting so tired of me. 
Wjksb. £k> tired timt I wi/9h the iog would last for a week. 
AwflgTA. {smiling) OhI 

Vtsb. A month 

Ancuela. Oh! 
A year. 



AKCBiLA. Oh! {laughs a/nd goes vlY 

VirsE. {going b.) Now let me give you some tea. 

AsGBUu Ko, no; I'll preside over the tea. That's my 
province, {puts her aunahade on oouoh b. and siia a# hook of 
Mile B.O. facing audienee; Vyse stands l. of her) 

Vyse. By Jove! I wish you could pour out tea for me 
every day. 

AsqklL {pouring out tea) That's precisely what oun 
tVicar said, only last week. 

Vysib. It's like his impertinence. 

Angela. Oh, no^ he meant it. 

YxBE. Pas he a wile? 

Angela. Ko, poor man, he can't afford one. He told me 
flo, and I felt very sorry for him. He spoke so pathetically, 
and there were tears in his eyes when he wanted to kiss me. 
(Vtsb sits l. of table) 

Vtsb. And -^ did he kiss you? 

Angela. Yes. (Vyse rises) But only as a clergyman. 
Do you take cream? 

Vyse. Please, {goes close to her) 

Angela. And sugar? 

Vyse. Please. 

Angela, {holding up sugar howl) Perhaps you'd better 
help yourself. 

Vyse. {g€U8ing at her) 1 should like to help myself. And 
I feel I can't help myself, for I must help myself and—* 
{about to kiss herj the electric hell rings and he draws 
hack) Now who the dickens 

Angela, {quietly) What is it? 

Vyse. (a Uttle up x.) The bell. That idiot of a woman 
will say I'm at home, {runs to door l., at hack) 

Angela. Perhaps the room downstairs is quite full. 

Vyse. {opening door, putting his head out and heokoning 
to Mbs. Oboffeb) Here, Hi! Pst; Pst. Confound her; she's 
gone to the door! {pauses) By G^rge! {shuts door quickly) 
It's Ifylvial 

Anoela. Who? 

yjfik. Lady Sylvia Bowlby! {su)itohes off the eleatrio 
Ugh$; the stage is nearly dark) 

AifOEA. irises) What did you do that for? (yoss doumz.)] 
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Vyse. You mustn't be seen. 

Angela. Mustn't I? 

Vyse. No, no. She'll — shell tell your cousin Violet^ 
and you don't want her to know you've been here, do you — 
do you? 

Angela. No, I don't, {goea to d^) 

Vybe. {going quickly to cupboard doors B. at hack) No, 
no! Not in tibere. Here! go in here, it's a sort of cup- 
board. You'll be quite safe, {offena cupboard doors) 

Angela. Why should I go in a cupboard? There are 
mice in that cupboard. 

Vyse. There's not a mice — I mean mouse. (Angela 
takes cup of tea a/nd piece of cake from faMe) Quick — 
quick! 

Angela, (going up to cupboard) You bring me out to tea, 
and you shut me in a cupboard! (Angela goes into cup* 
hoard) 

Vyse. She won't stay long. Ill get rid of her as soon as 
possible, {shuts cupboard doors) 

Angela, {inside cupboard) I want to go back to the coun- 
Iry! (Vyse runs to couch B., Ues hack on it with his feet up, 
and feigns sleep) 

Enter Lady Sylvia Bowlby and Mrs. Cbofpeb dX. at 
back; Mbs. Cboppeb carries a saloer with two cupa 
and saucers; Lady Sylvia comes down l.o. 

Mbs. C. Walk in^ mum, please. Why, dear me, we're all 
in the dark. What a fog it is to be sure. Well,reely,I never 
did. {switches light on and goes to table B.C. with cups) 

Vyse. Eh? Who's that? {turns his head) What? OhI 
{rising y affecting surprise) I beg your pardon. (Mas. Cbop- 
peb glances about, wondering what has become of the others), 

Lady S. {shaking her head wamingly) How do you do, 
Mr. Vyse? 

Vyse. Ah; delighted to see you. {crosses to Lady Syl- 
via) I — I'm afraid I was asleep, {shakes hands) 

Mrs, G. {counting cups at table; aside) One, two, three, 
four; {glancing at Lady Sylvia) and now five, {aloud, 
going to dx. at back) Youll want another cup, sir? 

Vyse. {impatiently) All right, all right. 

Mbs. G. I 'ope the lady will excuse the state o' my 
workin' clothes. You see, mum, I didn't know as Mr. Vyse 
was ezpectin' company, or you wouldn't 'ave found me un- 
dressed, {ewit O.L. at back) 

Lady S. {very coldly) I said last night I would send yon 
a note to-day, but on second thoughts I decided to come 
myself. You didn't get my telegram? \ 

VYSE. Telegram — telegram? {goes to writing tabh K.)) 
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Ladt S. I knew you did not^ because I see you didn't 
expect me. (b.o.) 

Vysb. {taicing up telegram fronir toriting table and tearing 
it open) By Jove I Here it is. It must have come when I 
was ou^ and that woman never told me. {glancing over meS' 
sage) Yes, this is it. 

Lady S. And you never saw it^ although it was there 
before your eyes. 

Vysb. I can't think how 

Lady S. No? / can. You were too much occupied. 
[{looking at tea-tahle) 

Vysb. Occupied? 

Lady S. {pointing to tea-things) You were not alone. 
'{stands hehmd table) 

Vysb. Oh — oh, yes, yes. Some men dropped in. (o.) 

Lady S. Indeed, {sees Angela's sunshade on couch, Qoea 
B. and picks it up ) And one of them left his sunshade behind. 

Vysb. One of — one of their wives, you mean. 

Lady S. How very forgetful. 

Vysb. I wonder which it was. 

Lady B. {looking at initials on silver hand round the ftofi^ 
idle) Here are her initials. A3f. 

Vysb. Ah, MaxwelL Lady Maxwell. 

Lady S. What does A. stand for? 

Vysb. A? Oh, Anne or Amelia. I think it's Anne. 

Lady S. (looki/ng faedly at him) Or— Angela. 

Vysb. Is it? Perhaps so. I don't know. 

Lady S. Lady Maxwell's name is Edith, 

Vysb. Ah, then it can't be hers. 

Lady S. No. {throws sunshade on coucJi. yehementlffY 
!Ah! tch! {comes down b. of table) Do you think I'm a fool? 
Bo you think I didn't see how you were taken up with that 
Angela Muir all last evening, with hardly a word or look for 
anyone else? She with her eyes and her blushes and her 
pretty shy ways; so charming, so artless — losing her fan; 
losing her fiddlestick! So fresh, so natural, so sweetly sim- 
ple, {goes G.) The dear little innocent baby was playing with 
you, twisting you round her finger, while you — you who 
call yourself a man of the world, were as completely tricked 
and cajoled as the veriest schoolboy. 

Vysb. Really, you know, this is all pure imagination on 
your part. 

Lady S. Perhaps it is pure imagination that you were 
playing croquet with her this morning, (scornfully) Cro- 
quet I {goes up o.) 

Vysb. {following her) I assure you you havent the slighi- 
est reason to be— ^ 

Ladt 6. Fm not blind. 
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Vtsb. [raiHng his voice) You haven't the 8lighte0t reaifoii 
to be— — 

Lady S. Nor am I deaf. 

Vtsb. {lowering Ma voice) The slightest reason to be 
lealons. 

Lady S. Jealous! How dare you say I'm jealous? J— -I 
fealous of a little country chit like that I (croaaea L.) 

Vysb, No, of course not. (b.0.) 

Lady S. I'm only soriy for you. Sorry to find you're 00 
easily taken in. 

Vysb. Yes, well, never mind her now. 

Lady S. {forcing a amile) I don't mind, (aiia in arm- 
(tihair l.o.) 

Vysb. That's right. 

Lady S. {toith aaaumed avjeeineaa^ after, a fauae}^ Tga 
Bront see her againt 

Vysb. No. 

Lady S. No? 

Vysb. No. (Lady Sylvia laughs aofily) Why do yon 
laugh? 

LADY S. I was wondering— {laughs)] 

1¥^SB. Yes? 

Lady S. I was wondering how you intend to avoid seebig 
ber. 

Vysb. That's easy enough. 

Lady S. Is it? 

Vysb. Of course. 

Lady S. I see one difflculiy. 

Vysb. What's that? 

Lady S. {sternly) She's here now. lris»J\ 

Vysb. I'll take my oath 

Lady S. Will you ? In that case you will have no ob]^ 
tion to my proving the truth of your assertion, (otxis^ea B^l 

Vysi:. Oh, well, you must do as you please. 

Lady S. Thank you very much, {exit djl, Vysb fups typi 
ilo ouphoard and opens doors a few inches) 

Vysb. {to Ai^gela) If anyone tries this door^ go up ilio 
ladder. There's a trap at the top. 

Anqbla. ( in cupboard ) Yes, but — I want some more calce. 

Vysb. Shush! {shuts doors quickly and comes down LX).) 

Lady S. {in room b.) While you are standing there behiuiA 
the window curtain I'm afraid the tea will be getting eoL^ 

Vysb. {astounded) Great Scott! What on earth— 

Enter Lady Sylvia djb. 

IiAOiY 8. Beally it was very impolite of you to lefiva Jjffim 
Ifiifi^ aldbe so long. 
Vysb. Miss Muir? 
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Lady 8. And all in tbe dark, too. Hadn't you better g« 
and make your apologies? {croasea l. "Vybs goes towards 

DJU) 

Enter Violet and Ijovd Robebt d^; Laot Sylvia atul 
Vy8B stare aghast at them. 

Yysb. Wen, I'm hanged ! ( bursts into a fit of laughterY 

ViOLBT. {to Lady Sylvia) Good gracious^ dear, we had no 
idea it was you. (b.o.) 

LoBD R. No I we thought Vyse was bringing in a ^ friend 
•—a visitor whom Mrs. Aynsley didn't know; and so we-^ 
we thought he'd like us to wait in the dining-room for a bit. 
[{orossea L. to Lady Sylvia) 

Lady S. {smiling sweetly) Oh, I quite understand. 

Vyse. (going to Violet) I hadn't a notion there was any- 
one here. I'm awfully pleased to see you. 

LoBD R. {oMde to Lady Sylvia) You won't mention har** 
ing met Mrs. Aynsley here. 

Lady S. Oh^ no. 

Lobd R. Koy I thought not^ 

Vyse. {aside to Violet) That sunshade there. Ba^ ft^i 
yours, will you? 

Violet. Mine? 

Vyse. Yes — no — wait. Say it's Miss Muir's. 

Violet. Why? 

Vyse. You brought it by mistake. 

Violet. What £> you 

Vysi. Please. Ask him for it. {goes to hook of chakt 

InO.) 

Violet. Oh; very well, (fo Lobd Robert) Bob! 

Ix>bd R. Yes. {goes to Violet b.o.) 

Violet. I wish you'd find my sunshade. 

LobdR. (^o^n^B.) Sunshade — sunshade? Where did yott 
leave it? Oh, here it is. {takes up sunshade from couch B.)^ 

Violet. Ah, thanks. 

Lady S. Is that yours? {going o.) 

Vk>lbt. {taking sunshade from Lobd Robebt) Yes. At 
least— > no. {looking at it) Why, where did I f^t it? Oh, 
it's Angela's. I've brought away Angela's by mistake. How 
etuj^d! {cornea down b.; Vyse smiles and noda to Ladt 
Sylvia, as much as to say, " There, you aee.'*) 

Lady S. Where is Miss Muir to-day? 

Violet. She said she was going to meet some friends aH 
Westminster Abbey. She's so fond of going about to saeh 
queer places. May I help myself to some tea? {aita B. cf 
table* jAmo Robekt aita at hack of tables facing audience) 

Vto. {behind chair l.0.) Oh, do! (aaide to Ladt SYLVlAg 
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loAo has come b of him) Don't you think you've been a little 
hard on me? 

Lady S. (humbly) You must admit I had reason for sua- 
t»icion. 

Vysb. (eameatly) It hurt me horribly. 

Ladt S. (penitently) Archie, I'm sorry. You must for- 
get it. 

Vyse. I'll try to. (turns up stage u>ith Lady Sylvia) 

LoBD R. (aside to Violet) Your husband will never hear 
Anything through her. She'd be giving herself away. 

Violet. What a comfort, isn't it? (gives him a cup of tea) 

LoBD R. Yes. For the future we four constitute a mu- 
tual protection society. Do you know — I almost wish you 
were not married. 

Violet. Do ^ou? Gome and see me to-morrow, and 111 
jtell you something. 

Vyse. I hope the tea isn't cold? (goes to table B.O.) 

Violet. No; but it's frightfully strong, (gives cup to 
iVysb who gives it to Lady Sylvia) 

Vyse. (to Lady S.) Are you afraid of your nerves? 

Lady S. Thank goodness, I don't know what nervea are. 
■J,8it8 jjo.y 

Violet. Nor I. 

LoBD R. Nerves were made for slaves. 

Vyse. (sitting on chair l. of table B.O., and taking cup o^ 
tea from Violet) And make slaves of the people who own 
them. So many persons are in a constant state of appre- 
hension and fidget; whereas, the plain, simple rule of life 

is (the electric bell rings, there is a pause, puts cup on 

table) Half a minute, (rises, goes to DX. at hack, opens it 
and stand Ustenvng) 

Lady S. If you are in a hurry to get home, Violet, you 
can take my carriage and send it back for me. 

Lobd R. Oh, thanks awfully. 

Violet, (to Ijobd R,) She was speaking to me, 

Lobd R. The same thing. 

Vyse. (shutting door quickly) Bowlby! I 1 

Lady S. (rises) My husband! (goes l. quickly) 

Vyse. Yes, that's right, (pointing to d.l.) In there (to 
Violet, who is going b.) No, no. This way. Go with her. 
(Violet runs across to l.) I'll turn the light off presently, 
and when you hear me cough, slip out and steal away quietly, 

'Baeunt Lady Sylvia a/nd Vipu&T DXi 

Lobd R. (o.) Shall I stop? 

(Vysb. No; you'll be putting your foot in it. 

IiOBD R, All Tigbt. (runs to D.B.) Half a minute, 'itumf 
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hack to table, takes up cup and piece of cake and exits 
^ickly D.B.) 

Vyse. {running to d.b.) Here, I say. Bob! if he should see 
jrou — not a word about the ladies. Do you hear, Bobt 
{ewit D.B.) 

Enter Mbs. Cboppeb d.l. at hack followed ly Bowlbt 
and the Dueb of St. Kitts. 

^Mbs. C. Tea, sir. Please to walk in, Bir. Oh— why 
surely they ain't all gone? 

BowLBY. All gone? 

Duke. Who? 

Mbs. C. Mr. Vyse 'ad company to tea, sir. His brother 
and sister and two other ladies. They must 'ave left with- 
out my seeing of 'em. But p'raps Mr. Vyse is 'ere stilL 
{goes to DJU) 

Duke, {to Bowlby) Didn't know Vyse had a brother. 

BowLBY. She said his sister, too. 

Duke. Ah, that's very probable. Bachelors in chambers 
generally have sisters. ( turns up stage looking round room; 
goes slowly B. at back, a/nd comes down B.) 

Mbs. C. {at d.b. to Vyse) Very good, sir. {turning to 
BowLBY) Mr. Vyse will be with you directly, sir. {at table 
B.O.) I'm sure the tea must be quite cold, {feeling teapot) 
Yes, that it is. I must make some fresh, {exit with teapot 
DX. at hack) 

BowLBY stands at writing table L,, looking overilluS" 
trated papers, and facing l.; the Duke is down B.; 
Angela opens cupboard doors softly and peeps out; 
at this moment the Dvke turns and they see each 
other; she leaves the doors wide open and goes up the 
ladder; the Duke goes quickly up to cupboard, stands 
for a moment looking up after fier, and then goes up 
the ladder; Bowlby sees nothing of all this. Enter 
Mbs. Cboppeb d.l. at hack, with teapot which she 
puts on table B.O.; she sees the cupboard doors open, 
and shuts them, leaving the B. one a little open, and 
then exits d.l. at hack. Enter Vyse d.b. ; seeing the 
cupboard door a Uttle open he goes softly up B., closes 
door gently, comes down to D.B., jumps and comes 
down hea/vily on his feet {so a^ to make Bowlby be* 
Ueve he has just entered), and goes 0. with out* 
stretched hand, a>s Bowlby turns, 

Vyse. (affecting surprise) Ah, Bowlby. I wondered who 
it was. (Bowlby is very cold and distant in manner^ and 
does not take Vyse's hand)^ 
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Vysc {ignoring Bowlbt'b manner) The fog is very tiddc, 
isn't it? 

BowLBT. Yes. The Duke was taking refuge in the tea- 
shop below, and that's how we met. 

Vysk. St. Kittst 

BowLBY. What? {turning) Why — where has he got to? 

Vysb. Was he here? 

BowLBY. Yes. He must have gone downstairs again. 

Vyse. There are some rather good-looking girls in ihm 
shop. 

BowLBY. {sternly) So much the better. 

Vysb. Eh? 

BowLBY. I mean he insisted on coming up. I couldn't 
get rid of him, and — I came here purposely to see you alone. 

Vyse. You'll excuse me I know, {looking at hie toateh) 
I've got a most important engagement, but if — five min- 
utes ? 

BowLBY. I won't keep you three. Mr. Vyse, I must ask 
Tou to be good enough to discontinue your visits to my; 
house. 

Vyse. What ? 

BowLBY. You will not, I hope, give rise to any imnecev- 
sary scandal by compelling me to order my servants xi^ to 
admit you. 

Vyse. Who has been jabbering? 

BowLBY. Jabbering? 

Vyse. Gome! What silly woman has been filling yOnr 
head with this nonsense? 

BowLBY. No one has said a word. 

Vyse. Then how 

BowLBY. I have seen for myself — for some time. I ant 
not blind. 

Vyse. You're entirely mistaken. Thore is not the 
slightest 

BowLBY. Pardon me. I decline to discuss the matter. 
You will plainly understand that our acquaintance ceases 
from to-day. {going) 

Vyse. {quickly) Wait a bit. 

BowLBY. {stopping) Nothing that you may say can 

Vyse. You'd better listen. It's for Lady — we won't 
mention names — it's for her sake. To show yon how pre- 
posterously absurd your suspicions are, I may tell you that 
I'm going to be married. 

BowiBY. {surprised) Married? You I (L.a) 

Vyse. Surprising, isn't it? (R.O.) 

BowLBY. Is this — true? 

Vyse. Perfectly. 

BowxBY. Do I know 

Vyse. The lady? Oh« yes. She's Miss Mubw 
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BowiBT. (raising Ma voice in surprise) Miss Muirf 

Vtss. (<g[ii{c%2^) Don't Bhout — the people below will hear 
yon. 

BowLBT. rm astounded I 

Vysb. Why? She's a very channing girL 

BowLBY. YeSy and that's ihe reason I — dear me! 
{crosses b.) 

Vtsb. Well — are you sorry you spoke? 

BowLBT. Of course if — if — I had known — 

Vysb. Never mind. We'll forget it. One should always 
excuse a husband. I've invariably done so. 

BowLBY. Anyway, I recall my words; and I 

Vyse. That's all right, {looks at his vmtch; goes up to 
table B. of dJm at hack, and takes up his hat and stick) 

BowLBY. I see you're in a hurry, so I mustn't keep you. 

Vyse. Well, I'm afraid I must be off. I've got an ap- 
pointment at the club. 

BowLBY. I dont know how youll ^t there. If you 
don't mind I'll stop here and smoke a cigarette till it gets 
lighter, {takes out cigarette case while standing down R,o^ 
facing audience) 

Yybe. {drau^ng on his gloves) Oh do, by all means. 1*111 
sorry my man is out, but that woman will get you anything 
you want. 

BowLBY. Thanks. I think she's brin^g some tea. (Yyss 
switches light off; the stage is quite dark) I prefer tea to — * 
Hullo! 

Vyse. Confound that light. That's ths second tims tiOi* 
day. 

BowLBY. Something wrong with the connection? 

Vyse. {up 0.) Yes. I shall have to get a man to comi 
and see to it. {coughs) Stay where you are while I find n 
candle, {coughs) 

Lady Sylvia and Violet steal in softly fron^' IKU cmhI 
LoBD Robebt from djl. 

BowiBY. If you want a match I've got one. 

Vyse. No, no; don't strike it yet. Wait a bit. I kaour 
there's a candle here somewhere, and I'll lay my hand ott it 
in a second, {coughs three times) 

Enter Mbs. Cboppeb dx. at hack with hot water juf^ 

Mbs. C. Why, my goodness me, whatever's happened to 
thelig^tl 
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Mbs. Gbopfbb switches light on, puts jug on table h^ 
door, and ewits d.l. at hack. Lady Sylvia^ Violet 
and LoBD Robebt are discovered; the ladies are half 
vxiy up stage L., and Lord Robebt up stage b., above 
table, Vyse is up c, and Bowlby down B. Tableau. 

BoWLBY. Sylvia! And — and {crosses c.) 

Vyse. ( feigning great surprise ) Why — where in the world 
did you all spring from? {laughs loudly; aside to Lobd 
Robert) Laugh — damn it — laugh! {signals to the ladies to 
laugh; they all laugh heartily with the exception of Bowlby) 

Lady S. {laughing) We did startle you, Mr. Vyse. Now 
didn't we? 

Violet, {laughing) And Mr. Bowlby, too. {goes to Vyse) 

Lord R. {laughing) By Jove, yes, we made *eni both 
jump! {comes down B.) 

Bowlby. I don't think I see the joke, (crosses L.) 

Lady S. My dear John, do you ever see a joke? 

Violet. Sylvia and I, you know— we — we were having 
tea downstairs, and — and 

Lady S. And Lord Robert came in. 

Lobd R. Yes — I came in. 

Lady S. {to Vyse) And he said that you lived up here. 

Lord R. Yes, that's what I said. Vyse lives up here, I 
said. Just like that. Vyse lives up here. I knew yoa 
were in 

Violet. Out, you mean, {crosses to Lord Robebt) 

Lord R. Out, I mean. I knew you were out, and 

Violet. And he said what a lark it would be to mal^e 
your servant give us tea, and then you'd wonder who on 
earth had been in your rooms, {laughs) 

Vyse. {laughing) What a chap you are. Bob! 

Lady S. Yes, and in the middle of the festivities we 
beard you coming in, and Lord Robert jumped up — 

Lord R. I did, by Jove, I jumped up. 

Lady S. And said let us all hide. 

Lord R. Yes, let's all hide, I said. Just like that. Let'a 
all hide. 

Violet. So we scampered in there, and he skipped in 
there, and — oh dear, I shall never forget your face when we 
caught you! (they all laugh loudly except Bowlby) 

Bowlby. Are you coming home now, Sylvia? 

Lady S. In this frightful fog? No, tiiank you; it's a 
little too risky. 

Bowlby. You are hot usually deterred by anything — 
risky. 

Violet, (laughing) Well, we've all come down like an 
•valanche on poor Mr. Vyse. Haven't weT (oros9e9 b.) 
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DtlWLBT. (crossing cjl) And now we are here, we must all 
offer him our hearly congratulations. 

LiLDT S. Congratulations? {doton L.) 

BowLBT. On a happy event, {watohinff the effect on 
liAOT Sylvia) Our friend, Mr. Vyse, has just told me 
that he and Miss Muir are engaged to be married. 

YiOLET. (astounded) Angela — engaged? 

Lady S. (under her breath) Oh I (goes up l.) 

LoBD R. Why, Vyse, old chap, I had no idea — 

Vyse. (confused) Yes, well — Mr. Bowlby's a little pre- 
mature, perhaps — but — yes. ( BowLpY crosses l. ) 

LoBD R. (aside to Violet) I say, by Jove, this is rather 
a crusher lor Lady Sylvia. 

Violet, (aside to Lobd R.) I hope to goodness she won't 
give herself away. 

Lady S. (going to Vyse) Mr. Vyse, I congratulate you 
most heartily, (shaking ha/nds) Miss Muir is a sweet girl, 
and you have my best — my very best wishes for your hap- 
piness. 

Vyse. (a little a/uokwardly) Thanks. Thanks very much. 
'(they look each other steadily in the eyes for a moment and 
Labt Sylvia turns up stage) 

Violet, (aside to Lord R.) Bravo, Sylvia! 

LoBD R. (aside to Violet) By ead, she's splendid! 

Vyse. Well, now, you must all stay and have tea. Flti- 
ish tea I should say, since we disturbed you in the middle 
af it. Lady Sylvia (going to table b.o.) let me give you 
another cup of (thumping sound heard above cup* 

Vomrd) 

LoBD R. What's that noise? 

Vyse. That? Oh, it's — I don't Imow. Something next 
iioor. (the thumping continues) 

BowLBY. How thin the walls are in these places. 

Vyse. (behind table, facing audience) Yes. Great nui- 
fiance sometimes, (pours out tea; coughing and sneezing 
hettrd) 

LoBD R. It's someone in that room. 

Vyse. It's not a room. It's a way to the roof. (0011^^ 
ing and sneezing continues) 

Violet. Hush. Listen! 

Lobd R. I tell you it's someone in there, (goes to cup^ 
hoard doors) 

Vyse. Oh, I remember now. It's the workmen. 

Lobd Robebt pulls open cupboard doors before Vysb 
can stop him. Enter the Duke and Angela from 
cupboard; their clothes are covered ioith dirt and 
iheir faces streaked ncith black. 
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ViOLXT. The Duke! 

Lady S. Miss Muir! 

DuKS. {coughing and vnpvng hU faoe vM% Mi IMOker* 
chief) yffh% had such a time! We — we went up OA th« 
roof— — 

Angela, (gasping) Among the chimneys. 

Duke. And that infernal tap door slammed dawn; 

Angela. And we pulled and tugged for at leaat tea 
minutes. 

Duke; Ten weeks! 

Angela. And what with the smoke -^— 

Duke. And the fog 

Angela. We coul&'t see the view. The Duke nM to 
kind; he wanted me to see the view. He says it'll qpitm 
lovely up there on a fine day. 

Lai)Y S. {coldly) What a very unexpected mMIng^ 
isn't itt {to Violet) I i^ought you said Miss Muir was 
at Westminster Ahbey. (l.) 

Angela, (o.) Oh yes, you see I was lost in the fog*. 

Ladt S. {saroaatioally) And wandered here over the 
roofs? 

Duke. (b. of Angela) How did pou come here^ fifylviat 
By the tube? 

Violet, {aside to Vtse) Was Angela here all the timet 

Vysb. Yesw 

ViOLKr. Angela, dear, this ie a surprise. We havejiut 
Iteard the wonderful news of your engagement to Mr. vyse. 

Angela. My engagement to Mr. Vyse! 

Duke. Vyse? ffothing of the sorL / am the bappg) 
man. 

Othebs. You! ! 

Angela. Yes. The Duke is so good. He has very kioi- 
ly asked me to be a duchess. 

BowLBT. (L.) But — there must be some mistake! 

Duke. Mistake? {to Angela) We mean it; don't wet 

Angela. Oh, yes, Alaric. {to the others) I'm only a 
simple girl, with a great deal to learn; but I hope I mtiXk 
make a successful duchess, althoughj, as you know* I*^ 
always lived in the country. 

CUBTAIN. 
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